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THE DARING MISSION 


The Autobiography 


AUTHOR’S NOTE 


Indian movie at a cinema called Roxy, in a town named Beau-Bassin, on 

the island of Mauritius. The film was in Hindi and being a Tamil by birth, 
I understood nothing of what the actors were saying. Still, I enjoyed the singing and 
dancing, which are common features in Bollywood movies, and I was able to more or 
less make out the story line. 

I won’t spoil it by revealing the title of the film, but I am sure as you read 
through my adaptation of it, you will guess the name of the movie. What I would say 
though, after being away from my homeland for over a quarter of a century, when I 
first paid her a visit, wherever I went and met old friends, relatives and even distant 
acquaintances including strangers, they all had two principal questions for me: How 
do you find Mauritius? Have you noticed any changes? 

I was able to answer the second question without any problem. However, I 
was reluctant to answer the first question conscious of the reaction I might get if I told 
the truth and nothing but the truth, as I saw it. 

Suddenly, a simple idea dawned on me: How about I write a novel and set it in 
Mauritius? Hmmm... Without much ado, I put pen to paper. Now that it is completed, 
I would like to share it with you. It won’t surprise me if some readers find some of its 
contents unpalatable or even insulting, but rest assured no offence is intended. After 
all, it is just my view... just as it was the view of one man who apparently led Mark 
Twain to say: 


f Long, long time ago, when I was only fifteen years old, I watched my first 


“God created Mauritius first, and then made a 
copy which He called Heaven.” 


Well, well, well, this is probably the rosy side. The question is... did Mark 
Twain really say those words about Mauritius? Of course, as proud Mauritians, we 
want to feel valued, to feel that we are as good as, if not better than, the rest of the 
world. Often when asked where we are from, we would say Mauritius proudly and 
refer to Mark Twain. It gives us a sense of pride—we are as good as Paradise. 
Unfortunately, deep in our hearts we know this is far from the truth and the Mauritian 
reality is quite the opposite. As has been mentioned elsewhere, the quote itself is 
misleading as it has been misquoted. I guess the first Mauritian who came across this 
decided it was better to cut off some important parts of the quote in order to make 
himself/herself feel better, in other words, give oneself a false sense of pride. Which is 
understandable, we all want recognition, albeit if it is through lies, and many have 
changed history in order to fit lies. That said, the island the French called ile de 
France, renamed Mauritius by the British, has, admittedly, come a long way since 
independence and has made great progress but alas it is still FAR FROM PARADISE. 
In time though, it might probably get there. 

Meanwhile, it is quite noticeable that we now have long motorways; huge 
shopping centres which are fairly comparable to those in Europe; and most people 
have been able to do away with their thatched houses and replace them with bricks 
and mortar; swapped their carts and bovine animals for motor bikes or cars— (which 
are all signs of prosperity )— but these are mere material things! The real change that 
is still sparse is one of attitude, which guides our behaviours! For examples, wouldn't 
it be nice:- 


(a) if motorists showed regard and consideration to other road users and for 
God sake be economical with the use of the horns; 

(b) if pedestrians could use zebra crossings when crossing the roads, instead 
of behaving like they own the roads ignoring the fact that it is the motorists who pay 
for road building, repairs and maintenance; 

(c) if Checkout Operators and Sales Assistants offered their services with a 
smile, understanding that customers who feel welcomed are more likely to return! 

(d) if Repairmen e.g. Plumbers, Electricians, and Builders turned up to do 
their jobs when they say they will, or at least have the courtesy to inform their 
customers they won’t be able to make it and graciously offer an apology instead of 
ignoring or rejecting their calls. 

These are basic human decorum, a basic show of respect for others. Whilst the 
list above submits just a few cases, they, nevertheless, illustrate my points and give an 
indication where changes are desperately required. 

In writing FAR FROM PARADISE, unlike other authors, I have highlighted 
some of the dark sides of Mauritius, not out of malice but out of love for a country 
that gave me a Start. I hope that my observations will bring about the necessary 
changes. In this novel, all characters are products of my imagination. Those who 
haven’t got their head buried in the sand will recognise that some elements of this 
work rings true, because they are based on true-life situations observed during 
several of my visits to Mauritius. 

One important clarification: Wherever I have used the term Dodoland in the 
text, it DOES NOT mean that the country is heading towards the same fate as the 
extinct bird. It is merely a stamp, a tag referring to the fact that Mauritius is the land 
where the Dodos once lived. Despite any negatives connotations, Mauritius has 
overtaken Seychelles—the first African country in the annual ranking of the United 
Nations Development Program (UNDP)—and is currently graded as the most 
developed African country. Nice as it is to see Mauritius fronting the race; it would 
be much nicer to see her winning the final! Sadly, this is unlikely to happen until there 


is a huge shift in attitude from the locals! & 


PUBLISHER’S NOTE 


Sydney S Chellen (AKA Sada Seringapatam) was a Senior University 
Lecturer, in Canterbury Christ Church University, Kent, United Kingdom. Before he 
left Mauritius, in March 1967, he was a member of the original Second Tamil Scout 
Literary Club. He worked as a correspondent typist but eventually moved to Swansea, 
South Wales, where he studied and qualified as a Mental Health Nurse. At the age of 
twenty-five, he also qualified as a State Registered Nurse and was awarded the John 
Foord-King Prize for “best bed-side manner’. He went on and obtained his Bachelors 
degree in Education at the Bristol University and soon after, he gained his Master’s 
degree at the University of Kent. He was subsequently recruited by the Canterbury 
Christ Church University to lecture in Information Technology and Health Care 
Research, a job he did for thirteen years before retirement. 

Currently, he lives in Kent, UK, with his wife Georgina, three children: 
Patricia, David and Maurice, and his two pedigree cats: Lord De Milo and Lady Tara. 
He has two beautiful teenage granddaughters: Mia and Olivia. 

His love of writing started when he was just fifteen years old and was 
rekindled when he started lecturing. His passion snowballed from there. 

During his teaching career he has written several educational books available 
in paperback, hardback and ebook on Amazon and in good bookshops. His book: The 
Essential Guide to the Internet for Health Professionals became an instant best seller 
in the United Kingdom and sold in North America. 

Since his retirement he has taken up writing novels. His ability to enthral 
readers led him to keyboard a series of exciting novels including his autobiography. 

To date he has published fifteen fictional prose in which the stories develop 
through the thoughts and actions of its characters, which you must read before you 
die. All of which are available at: 

https://archive.org/details/@sydney_s_chellen 
and on 
www.Amazon.co.uk 
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We are not rich by what we possess but 
by what we Can do without ™ Immanuel Kant 


PROLOGUE 


police officers had invaded the private residence of middle-aged tycoon 

Dewan Shavandar and arrested him. It was a Wednesday—Wednesday 10 
December 2014 in fact when that happened. I remember it very well because it was 
the day the people alliance party won the general election with a resounding victory 
securing 47 out of the 62 available seats on a manifesto promising to clean up the 
Island from all its ills, pledging a second economic recovery. 

I had just returned to the Island a few weeks before, and I was already bored. 
If anyone had told me a year ago that I was going to feel like that, I would have 
laughed at him; but there it was. The hot weather gave me headaches, the talk of the 
ordinary Mauritian irritated me and I couldn’t get enough excitement, for the 
amusements of the Island seemed as flat as an opened bottle of Pepsi-cola that had 
been left standing for hours. I kept telling myself, “you are in a pickle, my dear fellow, 
and you had better climb out quick before you become extinct like the Dodo.” It made 
me bite my lips to think of the plans I had been building whilst I was in London before 
Jetting out. I had figured out all kinds of ways of enjoying myself. Dodoland was a 
sort of paradise I was told, and I’d counted on stopping there for the rest of my days, 
but from the very first day I was disappointed with it. After a few days, I was tired 
with it. Apart from one, I had no real pals to go about with, which probably explains 
things. Some old acquaintances were kind enough to invite me for lunches or dinners, 
but they didn’t seem to be very interested in me. They would fling me a question or 
two about England and then get on their own affairs. 

Here I was, with enough money to have a good time, yawning my head off all 
day, but fortunately, I had one good friend and on that Wednesday afternoon, whilst 
on my way to see him I noticed a crowd of people. Pedestrians were surging past me 
on the pavements, busy chattering, and I envied the people for having something to 
do. These shop-girls, clerks and police officers had some interest in life that kept them 
going. I gave five rupees to a beggar because I saw her yawn and she threw it back at 
me. How rude, I thought, but perhaps I was being too mean and out of touch with 
soaring prices. 


I n the North of Mauritius, Chief Police Superintendent Raj Kumar and five 


I stopped at the spot where the police officers were 
carving their way through the gathered crowd to 
bundle the tycoon Shavandar into the police security 
van. As they were doing so, the tycoon was shouting to 
his partner Sadar Venkatasamy, “1 will get you for 
this!” 

Being naturally curious, it would have been out of 
character if I did not make a point of finding out what 
was going on especially after I had heard a man, 
referring to the tycoon, said to another, “This guy has 
had it coming for years. I hope they lock him up and 
throw away the key.” That gave me a clue that the 
tycoon had done something wrong and he had at least, 
one enemy, which motivated me even more to discover 
what had been the cause of the arrest. 
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Standing amongst the crowd, I noticed a woman not so advanced in years. 
Cassandra was her name. She was a soothsayer, a fact, which I learnt later on. 
Despite being dressed in rags, she had lots of chains around her neck, bangles on her 
wrists and ankles, and wore nothing on her feet except for copper rings that were 
tightly inserted on her toes. The expression on her face was dignified and interesting. 
Her three quarter length curly black hair, made her looked older than she probably 
was, but she still looked glamorous. 

A week before, she had twisted her right foot making it difficult for her to rest 
it on the ground. Her doctor had wrapped a crepe bandage around her ankle and had 
advised her not to put weight on it. Thus, to support her body she was leaning upon a 
crutch made of beech wood and the expression on her face indicated that she was 
experiencing some kind of discomfort. 

As our eyes met, I bowed to her with respect and she responded with a 
beautiful smile making it almost impossible for me not to smile back. After looking at 
me with some earnestness, she politely asked: 

“Young man, could you please help me to get to that wooden bench over 
there?” 

She was steadying her voice with an effort and I obliged. 

Cassandra was the only granddaughter of Priest and Priestess Kayak, who 
had a dream, which was to marry a prince and travel around the world. 
Unfortunately, her prince turned out to be Hyundai, a pauper who dropped out of 
school after the sixth grade. However, he was handsome and charming, which were 
the two main reasons Cassandra was attracted to him. 

Listening to Cassandra I had a sense that she had the soul of a romantic who 
had a passion to tell stories. That gave me the courage to ask her why the police were 
taking the tycoon away. After a long silence, Cassandra began her narration, which 
took her 31 days to complete. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Day 1 


fter a short silence, during which she cupped her face in her hands, as if 
DM she was trying to recall the images of the past, Cassandra then begun her 

story: “Seventeen years ago...that would be 1997, Sadar, the only son of a 
middle income Tamil family, fell in loved with Gigi Pudnam, the daughter of another 
family living in the same region whom he was ready to marry, when his parents 
stepped in and refused their consent because she belonged to parents of Mauritian 
Creoles. As tension started to build up between the two families, Sadar’s parents sent 
him to London to live with his uncle. 


= 


In those days, he dared not go against his parents’ wishes, as 
this would have been considered an unforgivable act, which 
would have promptly led him to be cast aside by the family unit. 
Unfortunately, that was the way it was! Fearing rejection, Sadar 
left the island and flew to England. A year later, whilst Sadar was 
away, his father had a heart attack and died instantly at the early 
age of fifty leaving behind a lot of debts. To pay the creditors, the 
authority seized and auctioned his assets to the highest bidder. 
His wife, a homemaker with no special skills or education, found 
herself a widow with littlke money and no other support. 
Unwilling to solicit protection or relief from any one else after the 
death of her husband, whom alone she loved, misfortune had, 
nevertheless, armed her with courage. After acquiring a little 
piece of land in a nearby town, bequeathed to her by her mother, 
using reclaimed wood and abandoned bamboo sticks, she built a 
small thatched house on part of the land and cultivated the rest, 
thus procured for her the means of survival. Having once again 
obtained a place under the sun where she could live, it became 
her secret asylum. 

Just like all sensitive and suffering creatures, from a sort of 
common instinct, she had kept herself to herself allowing the 
walls of her little abode to become her refuge, as if the walls 
could form a barricade against further misfortunes. As the months 
went by, Sadar’s grief-stricken mother, unable to endure her loss 
any longer, in December 1998, followed her husband to a place 
where she rested in peace, leaving behind her only son, Sadar 
with a handful of distant relations he hardly knew and 
frequented.” 

“Sadar,” Cassandra said, “never knew of his parent’s death 
until December 1999, when his uncle, who was on his own 
deathbed, told him about the fate of his parents. Whilst the death 
of Sadar’s uncle and his parents filled him with grief, it also freed 
and encouraged him to return to Mauritius after three years of 
absence to re-establish himself, hoping to pick up his life where 
he had left off.” Cassandra continued. 
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“Without fear of persecution or rejection, when Sadar arrived in his homeland in 
2000, he found the changes that had taken place quite a challenge and to some extent 
daunting if not overwhelming. He had three things on his mind. The first thing was to 
find a place to live, which was not difficult because his mother had, in her will, left 
him the little house she’d built, secondly he needed to find a job, which was not an 
easy task as the recession had left many people unemployed, and finally his last quest 
was to find Gigi, the woman he loved tenderly and by whom he was equally loved.” 

Cassandra took a deep breath before continuing with her account. I was 
getting to like the woman. Her jaw had shut like a rattrap and there was the fire of 
battle in her piercing eyes. If she was re-telling me, a long tale full of incredible 
events to get my attention, then she was succeeding. 

“How did you find out about this story, Cassandra?” I asked. 

“T got the first part from Sadar’s mother,” Cassandra replied. “That set me 
inquiring, and I collected my other pieces from other people in the village of Beau 
Bois and the town of Beau Bassin. I cannot tell you the details now, for it is a long 
story in itself. Can I continue?” 

The interruption seemed to have derailed Cassandra, causing her to gulp 
down some more of her orange juice. I think that the look in her eyes, the sheer naked 
expression on her face, completed my conviction of her honesty. My own voice 
sharpened a bit as I encouraged her to continue. 


“One late morning, during the month of April, 2000,” Cassandra continued, 
“Sadar made his way to a job interview by foot, as he had no money to take a bus. The 
road to his destination was long and quiet and lined with vast fields on both sides. 
Some areas were ploughed and ready for cultivation whilst other parts had sugarcanes 
ready for cutting down and then be sent to nearby factories dotted around the island. 
What was once the main export was no more, because most of the Mauritians did not 
want to work in the cane fields any longer and had chosen to join the dole queue 
instead, thus forcing the government of the day to bring in foreign labourers. Most 
families, having lived through the colonial years, wanted their children to become 
doctors and lawyers or to acquire qualifications that would enable them to get white- 
collar jobs, which added to labour shortage, had caused a massive intellectual 
unemployment.” 

I was able to understand that people who had made sacrifices and studied to 
secure good qualifications did not want to take up menial jobs. Equally, the 
Government needed to act to keep the country going. Cassandra recalled how Sadar 
scratched his head—a mannerism he had acquired since he was very young whenever 
he was trying to recall past events. Apparently running through his mind were 
thoughts of how his father, in the colonial years, had spent a lifetime working as a 
chauffeur for a rich French colonel, owning acres and acres of land covered with 
sugarcane. 

“It was not very often that Sadar had had a chance to spend quality time with 
his father,” Cassandra revealed. “However, as a child, Sadar dreamt of a life better 
than that of his father. He wanted to be successful, rich and a pillar of society. He was 
not afraid to make the sacrifices needed to achieve his goals; all he had ever asked 
was for the opportunity. Economic prosperity had made it possible for almost every 
islander to own at least one car, although with it, had come heavy road congestions.” 

Cassandra was right, congestions had become a very big issue. I remember 
previously in the 90’s, it took almost four hours to drive 40 miles from the north of the 
island to the south—mainly because the roads were so bad—but in the new 
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millennium, with better roads, the same journey should in theory take less than two 
hours. Yet in reality, the delays caused by traffic congestions had made that 
impossible and were enough to drive me bonkers. Oh well, perhaps one day a filthy 
rich islander will find a solution. 

Cassandra noticed me glancing at my watch and remarked, “Are you tired 
listening to my story?” 

“No, no, no,” I said and asked, “How long had Sadar been walking?” 

“For almost an hour,” Cassandra replied. “The heat had worn him out. The 
green shoes he had on his feet had begun to hurt him. Stopping at a signpost, he 
noticed the words 4 miles to Port Louis written above a white arrow. Sadar estimated 
that it would take him at least sixteen minutes to cover that distance. Wanting to get to 
his interview in time he thought that if he could hitch hike a lift, it would really help 
him on his journey.” 

“Did he try to hitch hike?” I asked. 

“Well, you will need to wait until tomorrow if you want to find out the 
answer,” Cassandra said with a huge grin. 

“Oh no,” I sighed. “Just when I was enjoying the story...” 

Cassandra sat silently, as if the cat had cut her tongue, but was determined 
that she would leave the rest of the story for tomorrow. By this time, I was fairly well 
convinced that she was being straight with me. It was the wildest sort of narrative, but 
I had heard worse unbelievable tales in my life, which had turned out to be true, and I 
had made a practice of not judging the storyteller or the story. If she had wanted to 
take the piss out of me to get my company, she would probably have pitched a 
different story. 

“Young man, help me up will you please?” Cassandra requested. 

“Certainly,” I said. “I like your story so far. I can’t wait to hear more.” 

“Sure,” she said, getting up with some sluggishness. 

I walked her to her car, a little black Honda Civic, helped her into the driver’s 
seat and watched her drive away. 2 
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CHAPTER TWO 


espite the constant howling and fighting of stray dogs constantly wandering 
the streets in the middle of the night and early hours of the morning, an 
annoying occurrence one has to put up with when in Dodoland, I managed 
to get some sleep. To silence the dogs I had discovered that if I lit up a firecracker, 
the noise produced tended to frighten the dogs causing them to run into hiding. 
The next day, Cassandra and I met at ten o’clock in the morning at the first 
step of Marie Reine de la Paix (Mary, Queen of Peace) situated on the flanks of the 
Signal Mountain. 


SaSeanS 
Marie Reine de la Paix (Mary, Queen of Peace) 


It had a huge open area of greenery with an open church overlooking the city of Port 
Louis. There were seven terraces interspersed with patches of flowers of all colours 
and it meant climbing 82 steps of hard rock to get to the church. Not feeling that 
energetic we decided to give that a miss. 

Whilst sitting on a wooden bench eating Chinese boulettes, Cassandra 
continued with her story. 
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Day 2 


“Now where was I?” Cassandra asked. 

I got the feeling Cassandra was just testing me to find out if I had been 
attentive. “The last thing you said is that Sadar was hoping to hitch a lift...” I 
reminded her. 

“Oh yes. The road Sadar was on was quite deserted. Each time he saw a car 
approaching, the driver would hoot him to move out of the way. He would step to the 
side of the road, as far as he could whilst making sure he didn’t fall into the open 
canal that ran alongside it.” 

Funny Cassandra should mention those canals. I have always wondered why 
they were there. They are very dangerous if you ask me. Most of them are uncovered 
making them the perfect lethal traps for pedestrians. “Why don’t they cover them?” I 
asked. 

“The canal carries rainwater for irrigation. It can be dangerous especially at 
night. Covering them would be inconvenient. Anyway, Sadar using his right hand in 
vain, thumbed for a lift. No drivers were willing to stop, most probably for fear of 
being attacked. The drivers frequently used their horn unconcerned how intimidating 
and frightening this could be to other road users.” 

I grinned because I had noticed the annoying honking. It gives the impression 
of a lack of tolerance or patience in those motorists. “There should be a law against 
it,” I said aloud. 

“You are absolutely right. Unfortunately, there are no laws against using your 
horn except when sharing the road with horse riders or horse-drawn vehicles and to 
communicate with cyclists... Okay, so feeling quite frustrated, Sadar clenched his fist 
and bit his lips. After several cars had passed him by and none of them had bothered 
to stop to offer him a lift he scratched his head, as he usually tended to do when he 
was in thinking mode. After pondering for a moment, he suddenly remembered a trick 
he had once pulled when he was a teenager and that gave him an idea.” 

After a pause and a sip of her orange juice, Cassandra continued. 

“Seconds later, providence lent its support and Sadar spotted a huge black car 
coming. It was very long, the length of a bus, one of its kind. Unlike a conventional 
vehicle, instead of wheels, its base was an air cushion and like an aircraft, its roof was 
fitted with one set of horizontally revolving overhead rotors. In simple terms, it was a 
cross between a helicopter and a hovercraft, with the capability to move vertically and 
horizontally on land, sea and in the air, and it had the name HeHo printed on its side 
in huge letters.” 

“HeHo,” I like that I echoed. 

“Tt’s an acronym of Helicopter-Hovercraft. It had a unique interior design with 
all sorts of facilities including a toilet, reclining seats and a TV fit for a 
megalomaniac. It easily seated twelve people. It had a bar filled with all sorts of 
drinks, and other extravagant gizmos. It was privately owned as the owner, being so 
filthy rich, had had it made especially for him so that he could cart his family around, 
costing him millions of rupees. As far as he was concerned, his futuristic HeHo car 
was his answer to the congestion problem the island was facing. Sadar took a chance 
and quickly positioned himself in the middle of the road facing the on-coming vehicle 
and waved at it to stop.” 

“That was his bright idea? I questioned. “Oh my goodness! That is the 
dumbest idea I have ever heard.” 
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“When Sadar thought it was going to run him over, he realised it was probably 
not a wise thing to do, but it was too late and all he could do was to pretend to faint, 
allowing his body to collapse to the ground. Fortunately, for Sadar’s sake, the driver 
applied his brake and brought the vehicle to a stand still, with the front part of the 
inflated base-cushion almost touching Sadar’s body.” 

“He was a very lucky man indeed. The inflated cushion was no doubt massive 
and had it run over Sadar it would have flattened him to the thickness of a steak, I 
would say.” 

“For a moment, Sadar did think that the vehicle was going to run over him and 
later on, he was glad it had not and realised what a stupid and risky chance he had 
taken with his life.” 

“Moronic, as some people could be at times, in desperation one would clutch 
at straws,” I guessed aloud. 

“Yes he was acting in desperation. Sadar used to think that only in Hollywood 
would someone see ninety-year-old men going with twenty-year-old girls. 
Surprisingly, sitting in the back seats of the HeHo car were a middle-aged man in his 
fifties, with his wife, thirty years his junior by his side. He was the one and only 
Dewan Shavandar, a most unusual man, stern, and at the same time gentle, 
aristocratic, and difficult, obsessed with his privacy and a brilliant strategist in money 
lending and laundering. He was a man who had done much to improve his life whilst 
ruining that of others in the process, yet he commanded respect mostly because of his 
affiliation with the ruling party at the time. Wherever you went on the island, you 
would see his name was printed on buildings, inside and outside. He even had streets 
named after him. He was frequently holding private parties. These were not ordinary 
parties of an average family on the island enjoying themselves to the sounds and 
dances like sambas, salsas, segas, rock-n-roll, twist, waltz, mujras, bhangras or 
Bharatnatyam. They were private parties attended by the very rich and famous and 
some were members of parliament.” 

“A very rich and important person hey!” 

“Too rich and yes very important... 

‘What’s the problem? Why have you stopped?’ Shavandar had asked his 
chauffeur, looking concerned. 

“A man, who looks like a drifter, is lying in the middle of the road, sir,’ his 
driver had replied, as he turned his head to look at his master. 

The driver was in fact an android. Quite an uncanny creature, which looked 
like a human but, had robot-like internal mechanics.” 

Cassandra’s throat was getting dry. She took another pause, and swallowed 
another mouthful of her orange juice. “Would you like some?” she asked...” No, 
thank you,” I replied. ‘I have my own bottle of water.’ 

“Then Ill continue with my story,” Cassandra said. “Shavandar sighed...‘Oh 
no, not another miserable beggar!’ Over the years, he had seen a number of tricks that 
beggars would get up to, to attract attention and sympathy. He thought for a moment, 
caressing his moustache, and then he ordered the driver, whose name was K2, ‘check 
him out’. Turning to his wife, he explained that it was his duty to help the poor and 
needy. To which his wife nodded her head in approval. She was pleased to see 
Shavandar showing a little concern for the underdogs, but she knew he generally had 
no sympathy for anyone. K2 got out of the vehicle. 

A few seconds later K2 shouted, ‘the man appears to be unconscious, sir.’... 
‘Bring him inside,’ was Shavandar’s order. K2 lifted Sadar, carried him inside the 
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vehicle, and laid him flat on a long sofa opposite Shavandar and his wife... ‘Poor 
chap,’ said Shavandar, as he looked at Sadar laying there with his eyes closed... 

‘I think sun stroke has caused this man to faint,’ was the soft remark which 
came out of the lips of Shavandar’s wife, Neema Shavandar as she reached for her 
handbag and took out her perfume. After removing the cap, she placed the vial 
underneath Sadar’s nose. She waited for a few seconds. When Shavandar noticed that 
the smell did not wake Sadar, he immediately ordered: ‘K2, fly us to the nearest 
hospital and make it fast.’... 

‘Right away, sir,’ replied K2. He started the motor immediately. As the HeHo 
car lifted off, Sadar having heard that Shavandar was taking him to hospital, 
immediately opened his eyes and shouted, ‘Oh! My God! It is a miracle! You have 
saved my soul.’ He sat up and added, ‘Put me down please, no height. I hate flying,’ 
he protested.” 

“That must have surprised Shavandar when he saw Sadar awake and 
talking, ” I remarked. 

“Shavandar was surprised alright,” Cassandra replied. 

Shavandar said, ‘Oh! I see you were faking it. Pretending to be...huh?’... 

‘No, I was not. I was exhausted. I have not eaten anything for a long time,’ 
Sadar tried to explain. ‘I was tired walking and I needed a lift...’ 

Shavandar had heard enough. He cut in and ordered, ‘K2, eject this man.’ 
Looking unsympathetically at Sadar, he added, ‘you’re a phoney!’ Shavandar was 
angry. He was upset that Sadar had tried to deceive him. When Sadar heard the word 
EJECT, he was petrified. 

He pleaded with Shavandar, shouting, ‘I don’t want to die.” When he saw that 
Shavandar was not in the listening mood, he said to him, ‘just a minute ago you 
appeared to be kind, now look at you? Do you suffer from mood swings?’ 

‘How dare you talk to my master like this!” K2 shouted at Sadar waving a clenched 
fist. ‘Do you know who you are talking to...? This is Shri Dewan Shavandar, an ex- 
member of Parliament.’ 

‘Ha!’ Sadar mocked. ‘an ex-member is he?’ Then addressing Shavandar he 
said, ‘what happened, was the job too tough for you?’ 

Shavandar looking at Sadar and yelled angrily, “your type make me sick. Why 
can’t you be a good citizen and act your age, instead of going through life acting like 
a cheat?’ 

‘Oh ’ma cheat now, am I?’ Sadar objected vehemently. “You are the one who 
is a liar and a cheat. People like you, promise people jobs to get yourself elected and 
now you travel in this... err... whatever you call this weird looking thing...’ 

‘It’s a HeHo car.’ 

‘HeHo to you too, mate... You drink whisky, smoke big fat Hawaiian cigars, 
beat the djembe drum, sing and dance the Sega and your wife uses expensive perfume 
from Chanel, whilst people are starving because they can’t get work, they have no 
homes and have no life.’” 

“That’s not the way to endear oneself to someone,” I said to Cassandra. 

“You're right. That’s why Shavandar said to K2, ‘didn’t I tell you to eject 
him? He is nothing but an insolent fool.’ 

‘T’m doing it now, Master.’ 

On hearing that, Sadar shouted, ‘if | am a fool, you’re a schizophrenic.’ 

“You talk too much you idiot,’ K2 shouted and pressed a red ejector button. 

There was a loud noise. Suddenly, the roof of the vehicle opened up and Sadar 
found himself being catapulted through the air—seat and all. Luckily for him as he 
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was propelled up, the automatic seat belt kicked in and held him tightly in the seat, 
seconds later a parachute opened. 

The last time he had been as high in the sky as this was when British Airways 
was landing at SSR airport. He miraculously landed in a nearby sugarcane field, 
uninjured, except for his pride. As he lay on the ground in the field, he looked up in 
disgust watching the HeHo car fly away—“‘ 2 
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CHAPTER THREE 


t was 9.00 A.M., Cassandra and I had agreed to meet in La Ville-Lumiére 

(The City of Light), more commonly known as the town of Curepipe. It’s the 

second biggest town in Mauritius after Port-Louis, with a population nearing 
100,000 habitants. This beautiful town conquered my heart. From colonial relics to 
nice restaurants to beautiful gardens, I found Curepipe offered a lot to locals and 
visitors. 


: “TDW OF Cirenioe 

With cooler temperatures in comparison to coastal regions, I felt a lot more at 
ease in this part of the island. Due to its elevated position on the plateau in the centre 
of the island in Plaines-Wilhems, Curepipe offers some relief from the heat of the 
coastal areas and sunny beaches. 


According to historians, the word Curepipe literally originates from the 
sentence curer sa pipe which means cleaning the pipe. The hypothesis quotes that 
travellers and soldiers in the 19th century journeying from Port Louis and Grand- 
Port usually used to stop at this particular place to refill their pipes. However, many 
other historians do not share the same view. Some believe that the name was given 
after a late landowner in the 18th century, whose native village was found in France. 


As I wandered around the centre of Curepipe, I couldn’t miss the Town Hall. 
An imposing and majestic building from the 19th century which has kept all its 
magnificence in the very centre of the town. I was also taken aback by the stunning 
Royal College as well as the charming Carnegie Library. 


The Curepipe Botanic Gardens also fascinated me—home to a wide 
variety of indigenous exotic plants, as well as other species that have been brought 
over from different regions in and around Mauritius and cultivated here. There's no 
better way to spend a quiet afternoon than to take a walk through the town. Luckily, 
when we arrived it was dry and the temperature was tolerable. I chose to meet there 
to buy a bracelet for my wife, from a renowned jeweler. 

One of the more popular attractions of the town was Murr’s volcano (Also 
Known as Trou aux Cerfs. Although the volcano, which had a well-defined cone and 
crater, lay dormant, experts believed that it could become active at any time within 
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the next thousand years. As Cassandra and I had planned to spend only a few hours 
there we were not too worried. 

Annoyingly though, given that this was a tourist attraction site and Mauritius 
partially depends on tourism, the lack of signs indicating the direction to it, made it 
noticeably frustrating and we spent some time finding our way there. Whilst the locals 
might not need help with directions, foreign visitors certainly do. The only access to 
the crater was down a steep embankment which looked quite dangerous to me. Water 
and silt had also clogged the crater, making it even less accessible. So we had to be 
content to just sit on a bench breathing in the fresh air and admiring the spectacular 
view of Curepipe whilst eating our egg sandwiches. 

“Tt’s nice here,” Cassandra commented as she roved her eyes around. 

“Have you been here before?” I asked her. 

“No,” Cassandra replied shaking her head. 

“Really?” I was shocked to learn that, but perhaps I should not have been 
surprised because many people in Dodoland would have chosen to go abroad rather 
than discovering their own country. I found that with myself. Although I have visited 
many countries in Europe, I have seen very few places in England. After 47 years I 
still have yet to visit Northern Ireland. It’s a true case that going abroad seems to be 
more attractive than exploring ones own territory. 

“Now, tell me Cassandra, what happened after Shavandar had ejected Sadar 
out of his car?” 
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“Well, Sadar felt humiliated and angry, of course,” Cassandra said. “He knew 
he had pulled a stunt that had backfired, but he had no regret of doing it. The trick did 
work and he did manage to get a vehicle to stop, but unfortunately, he did not succeed 
in getting a lift to his destination. Sadar handled the situation quite well. After 
composing himself, he glanced at his worn out shoes and decided to continue his 
journey on foot. As he was doing so, his eyes caught sight of Le Pouce Mountain. 
Located on the North-West part of the island, Le Pouce is the third highest mountain 
in Mauritius, overgrown with lots of plants such as Guava and Acacia. When climbing 
it, you have to trek under trees before you reach tree-less road. However, even before 
reaching its summit, you can see a great view of the highlands and the harbour. On 
reaching the top, you see heaven above your head with a magnificent 360-degree view 
of the North and its little islands, (Coin de Mire, Ile Plate...), the capital’s docks, the 
Champs de Mars racecourse, the neighbouring mountains, the sugarcane plantations, 
the West coast and the highlands (Curepipe, Quatre Bornes...).” 

Cassandra was filling in details, which I vaguely knew about Le Pouce 
Mountain. I did not give her very close attention. The fact is, I was more interested in 
what she had to tell me about Sadar and Shavandar than in her knowledge of the 
geography and interesting sites of the island. I reckoned that the mountain had a 
relevance to the story, which might become clear later on, though I must confess some 
of what she said about it slipped clean out of my memory. 
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“Sadar’s feet were aching,” Cassandra continued. “His feet were so sore that 
he had to stop and take a rest by the side of the road. Sitting underneath a huge 
Casuarinas tree, well known for providing shade, he leant his head against the trunk in 
a hollow section of the tree and closed his eyes. The area was deadly quiet and so 
peaceful, as if he was in a graveyard. Little was he aware, a few yards away, there was 
in fact an abandoned cemetery. 

Rumours have it that ghosts stop taxi drivers at night. One taxi driver had 
reported that one evening he was on a taxi stand in the village of Saint Pierre, Moka, 
when a tall Caucasian man dressed in a white tunic and a white custodian helmet, 
needed a drive home. After the man had jumped in, the taxi driver drove off following 
the instructions which he was given. Eventually, the taxi driver was asked to stop in 
front of the gate of the abandoned cemetery. When the man got out of the taxi and 
began making his way inside the cemetery without paying, it prompted the taxi driver 
to call out.. 

‘Excuse me, sir, how about giving me my fare?’ 

The Caucasian man turned back, approached the taxi and unexpectedly he 
took off his head and said to the driver, 

‘Here take this as payment.’ 

Petrified to the bone, the driver timidly said, 

‘I just wanted my fare not your head.’ 

‘Okay, you will be returning here soon and I will pay you,’ he replied and then 
he walked off into the cemetery. 

The driver panicked and drove off as fast as he could. He arrived home 
breathless, shaking like a leaf and sweating with fear. After telling his wife the story, 
he died.” 

“Wow how spooky!” I said. I had a cigar in my mouth so I let out a few puffs. 
I expected Cassandra to complain. Amazingly, she liked the smell and paused to enjoy 
the fragrance. 

“All right,” Cassandra replied. “My side-story may appear spooky as you 
said and far fetched and possibly irrelevant, but it begs the question as to whether 
ghosts really exist. According to SSRF (The Spiritual Science Research Foundation), 
the world of ghosts is all around us and they can affect us in various ways. In horror 
movies, we often see how ghosts terrorise people but there are times though when 
their objectives are not that devilish...anyway, back to Sadar. Sorry if it appears that I 
have digressed. Just indulge me... well, as soon as Sadar had closed his eyes, he was 
fast asleep under the tree. When he woke up, he found he was trembling. He felt 
strange and the area around him was icy and smelly. He recalled having a dream. 
Fragments of the dream whirled through his head. He tried to replay them to the best 
of his ability. All he could remember, whilst he was asleep, was that he was having a 
bizarre conversation with someone he had never seen before. The man was as tall as a 
giant and was dressed in a golden robe. The conversation went like this: 

‘Sadar, do not be alarmed I am the Angel of light and these are just three of 
my servants. We are here to help you.’ 

‘The Angel of light and you are here to help me? Are you for real?’ 

‘Yes, Iam who I say I am.’ 

‘Oh God!...’ 

“Yes. He may have given you a fine brain, but unfortunately, he did not help 
you to use it well to better yourself. Trust in me, it is within you to earn thousands... 
no, millions of rupees and I can help you to achieve it.’ 
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The conversation between the Angel and Sadar continued: 

“You can...’ 

‘Don’t make me laugh; right now I can’t even find a job.’ 

‘A man of your talents should have no trouble finding a job and living a 
successful life, especially in Dodoland. Remember travel brochures describe it as the 
paradise island.’ 

‘Paradise, my foot, no one has a job they want to give me. They say I am over- 
qualified. Strange isn’t it? Once upon a time one could not get a job because one was 
not qualified enough... what a turn around.’ 

‘Patience, Sadar, patience! Someone will give you a job my friend, you will 
see.’ 

Sadar struggled to remember anything else except that, before the Angel had 
miraculously vanished, he had promised they would meet again. Having persuaded 
himself that it was nothing but a weird dream Sadar got up, washed his face in a 
nearby canal used by field workers to irrigate the sugarcane plantations, wiped his 
face with the tail of his shirt and then resumed his walk. It was two o’clock in the 
afternoon when he finally arrived in the city of Port Louis. By the time he got to the 
interview, he was already fifteen minutes late. When he came out of the interview, he 
looked disappointed—” 

I saw something on Cassandra’s face, which made me drop my cigar and fall 
into a state of sadness. “Tell me, did he get the job?” I asked. 

“You'll have to wait until tomorrow if you want to find out, my friend,” 
Cassandra said with a grin. 

“You are so mischievous,” I said to Cassandra jokingly. We walked to our car 
and Cassandra asked me if I wanted to drive back. “No thank you,” I said, “T’ll let 
you cope with the mad drivers you have in this country. 

“T’ll let you into a little secret,” Cassandra said and brought her mouth close 
to my ears, even though we were alone. “Here in Dodoland, most of the drivers have 
either a fake driving licence or have got it in an envelope.” 

“Got it in an envelope?” I echoed. “Explain please.” 

“Okay, bribery in our country is normal. It is not uncommon for some drivers 
to bribe someone to get their driving licence,” Cassandra revealed. 

“Oh, I’ve got you,” then in a cheeky voice I asked, “did you?” 

“T’ll let you be the judge of that,” Cassandra retorted. “Brace yourself, my 
friend.” 

I closed my eyes and went to sleep, as I did feel safe with her. 2° 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


Y he next day, Cassandra and I met for lunch at Azad corner— a little corner 
/ café in Port Louis. I had no idea why she chose that particular cafe. 


1) Bs2- S007 


—— 


Town of Port Louis 


On my way to it, I was pleased to see the sun was shining down on the city but 
as it was rush hour, there was a lot of commotion and it was more polluted than it 
used to be years ago. Although over the years, visitors have brought much-needed 
foreign currency in the island, unfortunately, development has been patchy. The 
congestion continuously drove the motorists crazy. The drivers manifested their 
restlessness and frustrations by intermittently sounding their horns. Joining a crowd 
of pedestrians who were standing impatiently by a zebra crossing, I waited with them 
to get to the other side of the road. Stupidly, some pedestrians could not wait for the 
traffic lights to go green and were attempting to cross the road, thus forcing on- 
coming cars to swerve to avoid hitting them. Something even more hilarious I 
observed, was that just three feet away from the crossing, a pedestrian raised her 
right hand telling the driver to stop as she continued to cross, unconcerned about the 
risk she was taking with her life. Later on Cassandra told me that the pedestrians feel 
they own the road. 

To be fair, for an island with around 1.3 million inhabitants scattered over an 
area of 720 square miles, there were, perhaps, far too many cars. Still the behaviour 
of the pedestrians is atrocious. On several occasions I have been driving my car and 
have come across a crowd of adults standing, occupying half of the road without the 
presence of mind to move and let me drive through, consequently forcing me to 
swerve, yet if a dog is lazing in the middle of the street it automatically moves to let 
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me go through! This is the difference between the attitude of some of the locals and 
dogs regarding other road users. God forbid you should inadvertently run one of them 
down, particularly in certain villages; ‘DO NOT stop,’ I was warned, ‘just go straight 
to the police station,’ thus avoiding the likelihood of being lynched by the locals... 
Whilst this is probably a rare scenario, still what a frightening thought it is for an 
island that thrives on tourism and claims to be a paradise! 

Throughout the journey, I could not help notice the huge shopping malls, fast 
food restaurants, and high-rise buildings that were dotted everywhere. This was 
contrary to the law of the land, I thought. However, later on Cassandra corrected me. 
The previous law preventing the construction of any building above three storeys had 
apparently changed years ago. 

In the café, Cassandra and I sat at a table. 

“Would you like tea or coffee?” I asked Cassandra. 

“Tea please... err... when I walked in I noticed a nice sponge cake. I would 
not mind a piece.” 

“Miss,” I beckoned to the cute Muslim waitress with beautiful black hair 
resting on her shoulders. She could not have been more than twenty-five years old. 
Sadly, she did not appear to know how to smile. She was definitely not married, as she 
was wearing no wedding ring. Her name - Halima Said — was proudly displayed on 
the badge she had pinned on her lapel. She walked towards us holding a note pad and 
a pen asking if we were ready to order. I told her to bring us two cups of tea and a 
piece of sponge cake. Moments later Halima brought us our order. 

“Tf you should need anything else, just shout,” she said and walked away. 

“Thank you Halima,” I said. Just as well, I was not looking for a smile, as 
there was none. I quickly learnt women in Dodoland were frightened to smile. 

Cassandra could not wait to take a bite out of her piece of cake. “Hmm. 
Delicious,” she said. She had taken a bigger bite than she should have and a bit fell 
on to her dress. Much to my displeasure, she scooped it up with her spoon and put it 
in her mouth. When she saw me frowning, she immediately apologized. 

Not to embarrass her anymore than she already was, I said, “Don’t worry. 
Enjoy!” She looked like she was enjoying every bit of it. 

As I took a sip of my tea, I asked Cassandra, “Okay. Now did Sadar get the 
job or not?” 
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“The job...” Cassandra thought for a moment as if she had forgotten ever 
mentioning it. “Oh, yes the job... um... well Sadar had been looking forward to that 
job interview. The Electric Company advertising the job had described the role as 
Customer Service Manager. After the grilling he had from the interviewers, Sadar felt 
he needed a drink to quench his thirst. He had crossed the road and entered Azad 
corner.” 

“You don’t mean this café we are sitting in now, do you?” I said in 
anticipation. To my surprise, Cassandra nodded. 

“There was no one else inside the café except for Azad—a bearded man with a 
shifty eye who was managing this place at the time. There were a few aluminium 
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tables and chairs scattered around just like those we can see now, but they were 
slightly tattier. Hanging on that wall opposite the entrance door was a huge fan, much 
older than the one you we are seeing now. In place of that 42” flat LCD television, 
pinned to that adjoining wall was a large shelf with a square looking TV— I believe 
the make of it was Marconi, and it was switched on to MBC Channel One. 

The broadcaster delivering the news started with a summary in which he 
announced that the Prime Minister was going to appear on TV and address the nation 
on the issue of unemployment where he was going to tell the people what his 
government was planning to do about it. After Sadar had ordered a coffee, he went to 
sit down on a table facing the TV. 

‘Excuse me,’ Sadar said to Azad when he brought him the coffee, ‘Could you 
please turn the sound on the TV up a little?’ 

Azad stood there in his white apron wearing one glass eye and frowned. 

‘What, for one person?’ he mocked. Just as Azad said that, someone 

interjected, ‘for two people.’ 

The voice appeared to be coming from the ceiling... ‘Who said that?’ Azad 
asked, roving his single eye around the room. It was the Angel. He suddenly 
descended in physical form from nowhere and parked himself at a table in the corner 
of the café next to a staircase leading to the second floor, out of Sadar’s view. 

‘Over here!’ the Angel cried out. 

When Azad saw him, for a split second, he could have sworn he saw an ugly 
looking face with red devilish eyes, as if the devil himself was looking at him, which 
quickly turned to a handsome figure of a man with beautiful brown coloured eyes.” 

“This must have caused Azad to shiver,” I wondered aloud. 

“A confused Azad shook his head and blinked his good eye a few times as if 
to refocus. Timidly he said, ‘where did you come from?’ 

‘From hell,’ the Angel replied with a slight grin on his face. 

‘Oh!’ Azad said stepping back a little. Then in a hesitant voice, he asked. ‘Are 
you going to order anything?’ 

‘Yes, a bottle of unholy water.’ 

‘Did you say unholy water?’ Azad checked. 

‘What is it with you, are you deaf? Yes, I want unholy water,’ the Angel 
repeated loudly with a touch of anger in his voice. 

‘Yes, sir, one bottle of unholy water coming up.’ 

Sadar suddenly heard footsteps which got louder and louder. The Angel had 
moved from where he was sitting and had come to take a seat next to him. 

‘Hi,’ Sadar said, with a faint voice. As he turned his head to look at the Angel, 
he said ‘hey, I thought I recognised your voice. It’s you... you... you are the man...?’ 

The Angel cut in. ‘You’re right, I am. I told you we’d meet again, didn’t I?’ 
Then turning to Azad who had brought his drink, he winked at him and after 
signalling to him to go away; he picked up the bottle of water, and drank it in one 
swallow... ‘Gosh you must have been really thirsty,’ Sadar remarked. 

The Angel wiped his mouth with his sleeve and then said, ‘Now, how did the 
interview go...did you get the job?’ He already knew the answer but it was his way of 
breaking the ice. 

Sadar shook his head. ‘No.’ 

‘I am so sorry... err...’ 

Sadar interrupted the conversation, ‘Err...let us listen to what the Prime 
Minister has to say, then we can talk.’ 

‘That’s should be interesting,’ the Angel said laughing.” 
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I have listened to televised Prime Minister’s addresses a few times before and 
I knew how illuminating they could be. 

“The Prime Minister started to address the nation, singing his own praises, 
listing all the things he had done and planned to do. In the 43 years since 
independence, the island of Mauritius had effectively been ruled by two family 
dynasties, the Ramgoolams and the Jugnauths. There was an admission that drugs, 
suicide, and violence were a national problem among the islands’ population. 

‘This is an appalling revelation in direct contrast to the image of paradise 
often seen in tourist brochures, don’t you think?’ Sadar remarked. 

“Well, we all know that every coin has two sides. This dark face is not unique 
to this island,’ the Angel argued. 

‘I guess you are right, but what about Mauritian locals fighting Mauritian 
locals? Surely you do not condone this?’ Azad who was listening in, butted in. “That 
is really unacceptable and even more so when they are directed towards tourists, 
which they sometimes are... unfortunately much of the violence is due to the massive 
alcohol and drug problems.’ 

“Yes, I’ve read that there is a serious abuse of opiate,’ Sadar said. 

‘Unfortunately, a number of people all over the island smoke locally grown 
marijuana,’ the Angel revealed. 

‘And what about child abuse?’ Sadar asked. 

‘What about it?’ Azad questioned displeasingly. 

‘Well the United States has highlighted the island as a destination for child sex 
tourism: an estimated 2,600 children were trafficked internally to fuel the trade. 
Apparently, four thousand cases of child abuse have been reported to have taken place 
on the island.’ 

‘Smear, nothing but smear,’ Azad replied, appearing angry. 

‘Look, the USA should stop pointing fingers at the misfortunes of others and 
take a good look in their own backyard, such as gunmen running the streets of New 
York and randomly killing people, especially young innocent children.’ Sadar 
frowned and raised his shoulders. 

Turning to the Angel he asked, ‘Do you believe this Prime Minister can turn 
this country around and offer work to everyone?’ 

‘Oh sure! Why else would he come on TV?’ the Angel replied with a touch of 
sarcasm in his voice. 

‘I think most of the people don’t believe him. I have reliable information that 
he has been coming on TV for the past five years making the same promises, that he 
never delivers. He just likes the sound of his own voice...’ Azad interjected. 

‘Well the general election is in a couple of month’s time. Hopefully the 
people will have the courage to take their destiny in their own hands and make their 
feelings known at the ballot box.’ 

Sadar nodded. ‘I think you are right’...” 

“Sadar’s job interview, what went wrong?” I asked. 

“The Angel wanted to know too and asked Sadar about it. 

The latter reflected for a moment. ‘I...err...1 was the last candidate they 
interviewed. There were six in all. All with degrees just like me. After twenty minutes 
of grilling I had to wait a further fifteen minutes to be told I had been unsuccessful,’ 
he revealed. 

‘Did you ask where you went wrong?’ the Angel asked. 
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‘The chairman of the panel said we were all good but unfortunately there was 
only one post available,’ Sadar replied. 

‘Ah! the usual standard feedback,’ Azad remarked. 

This was Sadar’s fifth interview and it had started to make him wonder if 
staying in the U.K. would have been a better idea, but he was not ready to give up 
hope yet. 

“You complained no one wants to give you a job. Did you dress as you are?’ 
the Angel remarked. 

“Yeah why?’ Sadar replied, seeing no problem with the way he was dressed. 

‘Dressing like a buffoon to attend an interview is hardly appropriate, don’t you 
think?’ 

‘Like a buffoon?!’ Sadar repeated and Azad could not help but laugh his head 
off, shaking his head in agreement. 

‘Yes,’ the Angel reiterated. ‘Only a buffoon would wear a red hat, blue shirt, 
yellow trousers and a green pair of shoes to attend a job interview. Why didn’t you 
just take the national flag and just wrap it around you?’ 

‘What is wrong with that? What better way do you know to attract attention to 
yourself, endear people to you and show how patriotic you are?’ 

‘That I am sure you did, perhaps too much for their liking!’ the Angel 
rebutted. 

Hidden underneath the multi-coloured outfit Sadar was wearing, was a well- 
educated, good-looking man with sexy brown eyes. His thin moustache, long dark 
wavy hair, and well-shaped nose certainly made him quite a catch for any woman who 
could see beyond his outward appearance. Although it is dangerous to judge a book 
by its cover, it probably was not a good way to impress any potential employer.” 

At this point, I needed to go to the rest room. I excused myself and 
disappeared into the back room. Strangely enough, the toilet was clean. Ten minutes 
later, on my way back to my seat I could not help but notice a picture of the Prime 
Minister hanging on the wall. Something that I have noticed in many institutions 
including schools, banks and even on pillars in some in streets. I’m told it is not 
compulsory, but unofficially there may be indirect pressure. 

“Ready for me to continue?” Cassandra asked. 

I nodded. Cassandra cleared her throat and continued with her story. 

“Addressing the Angel, Sadar said, ‘I am going to make thousands... no 
millions, you said?’ 

‘Of course you will...trust me,’ the Angel confirmed. 

‘By the way, why did you leave in such a hurry last time we met?’ 

“Well, I had to go.’ 

‘Go. Go where?’ 

‘Up there,’ the Angel replied with his forefinger pointing to the sky. 

‘I guess if you are really an angel you would live up there,’ Sadar smiled. 

‘Look, do not worry about unnecessary things, just believe me, I am on your 
side.’ 

“Well, since you put it that way...’ Sadar grinned. 

‘After all what have you got to lose?’ the Angel said and disappeared once 
again. 

Unknown to Sadar, when God had thrown Lucifer out of heaven for refusing 
to repent, his future had become dark. He was no more the Chief Covering angel and 
no longer worked in the throne room of God. He, along with one third of the 
rebellious angels in heaven who had chosen to side with him, had come to earth to 
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become god of this world. Their intentions were nothing but to cause sorrow, pain, 
and death. Although Lucifer and his fallen angels radiated light and glory, they lived 
in the spirit world and delighted in destruction. Most of the time they kept themselves 
invisible, as they did not want to frighten people with their ugly looking attire and 
they went around in disguise, impersonating themselves, convincing people to believe 
in them and influencing their behaviour. 

The first two sins Lucifer was tempting Sadar with, were pride and greed - the 
very same sins he was guilty of when he had rebelled against God. These demons use 
every trick in the book to control their victims and sometimes they even live within 
them shortly or permanently. When Sadar saw the Angel had disappeared, he shouted 
out for him...‘Hey, where have you gone ? Come back here!’ Sadar had shouted, 
attracting the attention of Azad who was serving another customer at the time... 

“Why are you shouting?’ Azad asked. 

‘My friend, where has he gone?’ 

‘Are you blind? He is sitting right there in front of you,’ Azad answered. 

For a few seconds, the Angel became invisible to Sadar and when he heard 
Sadar shouting, he magically reappeared. 

‘Are you trying to make a fool out of me?’ Sadar said looking angrily at the 
Angel. 

‘Calm down, stop being so tetchy.’ the Angel grinned. ‘When duty calls, I 
have to go!’ and then he disappeared again...” 

“Sorry to interrupt you,” I said to Cassandra, “I think I know why the Angel 
keeps disappearing.” 

“You do?” Cassandra responded looking sceptical. “Then you tell me.” 

“He saw God coming,” I said cockily and watched the expression on 
Cassandra’s face change. 

“You are correct,” said Cassandra looking quite surprised. After a pause she 
continued. “What the Angel was not telling Sadar is that every time God appears, he 
has to run away. 

When Azad came to clear the table, having tuned in and out of the 
conversation between Sadar and the Angel, he asked, ‘where has your friend gone?’ 

‘Oh, he left. Duty calls he said.’ 

“How long have you known this guy? He looks a bit weird and scary to me.’ 

‘A while,’ Sadar replied. 

Azad pulled a chair and sat opposite him. With his arms crossed and resting on 
the table, he leaned forward and looked straight into Sadar’s eyes. 

“You know, as far as I know there is only one honest way that will make you 
millions, my friend. It is called hard work.’ 

Sadar pondered. ‘Have you got millions, Azad?’ he asked. 

‘T wish!’ 

‘Then, I suggest you work harder,’ Sadar responded with a tint of sarcasm in 
his voice. 

At that point, the Angel immediately reappeared, gave Azad a fiery look, then 
turning to Sadar he whispered in his ear, ‘don’t listen to that idiot. Whenever you need 
me just touch your head,’ and then he vanished again. 

‘How does that guy do it?’ Azad was mystified. 

‘Do what?’ Sadar asked. 

‘Appear and disappear.’ 

‘He’s a magician.’ 

Azad nodded. ‘I thought so, but a scary one if you ask me!’ 
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Sadar got up and stepped out of the café into Queen Street—” 


I was captivated by Cassandra’s tale—and had developed a thirst for more. 
Any shadow of a doubt I might have had about the truth of Cassandra’s narrative was 
now gone. The proof of it was in her voice and her facial expressions as well as the 
fact that I had now been in her company for four days, and everything she had 
narrated to me so far had sounded true. Maybe I’m the gullible type who will believe 
anything but I don’t think so. I’m an ordinary sort of fellow, who is streetwise and 
enjoys a good story. If I was being sold a pack of lies by her, there was nothing that 
could harm me. Strangely enough, Cassandra’s tale was stopping me from dying of 
boredom. 25 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


uring our fifth meeting, Cassandra and I were walking down Queen Street 
D in Port Louis. 
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Queen Street, Port Louis. 


I remember her saying that after Sadar had left Azad corner he too had walked 
down Queen Street. I was keen to know what he did then, and Cassandra was happy 
to explain. 


Day 5 


“Queen Street was not as huge and neatly paved as it is today,” Cassandra 
said. “Back then, it was very narrow with lots of potholes. Sadar had used that street 
as a shortcut to get to the State Bank of Mauritius where he had a savings account. A 
few feet ahead of him, was a bus stop and Sadar, as he was walking along, saw a bus 
pulling in. As its door swung open, a few people came out. Amongst the passengers 
was a man with a yellow straw hat, wearing spectacles, green khaki trousers and 
brown leather sandals. He was clean-shaven, with long sideburns and of a medium 
height with some of his front teeth missing. He was about twice Sadar’s age and 
although he was born in Dodoland, he had lived in England for three quarters of his 
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life. When the man looked up, they immediately recognised each other. The man’s 
name was Grayson Lafaveur. 

‘Hey, fancy meeting you here!’ Grayson said, as they greeted each other. 

The weather had brightened up. It was getting hotter and hotter. In the absence 
of a handkerchief, Sadar kept wiping his face with the tail of his blue shirt, which 
hung loosely outside his trousers. 

‘Here, use my handkerchief,’ Grayson said, which Sadar gladly accepted. 

Grayson watched him wiped the sweat off his forehead and as he put the 
handkerchief in his pocket, Grayson asked, ‘what are you doing here? Didn’t you... 
Before Grayson could finish his sentence, Sadar cut him off. 

‘Well, I have been here three months. Everyday I have spent hours looking 
everywhere for a job, but disappointingly none seem to be forthcoming. Obtaining 
one is proving more difficult than I could ever have expected...What about you?’ 
Sadar asked. 

‘Oh, I’m just passing through, making the best of my retirement, and seeing 
how the Paradise Island is doing without me,’ Grayson said, with a grin.” 

I knew a guy called Grayson. I believe he emigrated to Australia. “Anyway, 
please carry on Cassandra,” I said. 

“Thank you. Well this Grayson first knew Sadar when the latter was a 
teenager. Grayson was working in Port Louis as a correspondent typist for a small 
tourist shop. This was where they had met for the first time. Each time Sadar used to 
go there, they would talk over a cup of coffee or have lunch together in a little 
restaurant across the road where they would buy a beautifully prepared lamb stew 
with rice for less than five rupees. 

In those days, people were not as health conscious as they are now, and they 
did not strip the fat out of the lamb as they do nowadays, but the meal tasted superb, 
albeit not so healthy... Then they met again a few times in London. Grayson knew that 
although Sadar did not quite manage to fit in the European style of living, he always 
wanted to return home. For him, home was and always would be where they buried 
his umbilical cord. Like everyone else, he had a dream, the same kind of dream that 
lots of us have, such as finding someone he could spend the rest of his life with, 
raising a family, and generally live a successful and happy life somewhere quiet on 
the island. Being equipped with honesty, trustworthiness and a master’s degree along 
with his dreams and ambitions he was quite hopeful of making it in Mauritius. 
However, what Sadar had never expected is that his values and beliefs would worth 
nothing in a land where the social system allows the rich to get richer and the poor to 
get poorer... 

‘I hope you’ll soon find something,’ Grayson said. 

‘I hope so too,’ Sadar replied. 

‘I must go, now,’ Grayson revealed. 

‘Nice meeting you, enjoy your holiday,’ Sadar said. 

‘Nice meeting you too, Sadar...and good luck with your job search!’ Grayson 
responded as he walked away.” 

“I wonder if Grayson felt sorry for Sadar.”’ I said. 

“Oh yes, he was sorry for Sadar, perhaps because he knew how Sadar’s father 
was practically forced to send his son away. Had he not done so, he might have lost 
him altogether because of the threats of violence again him. As Sadar continued 
walking down Queen Street, memories of Gigi Pudnam, the girl he was forbidden to 
see, came flooding back into his mind. He remembered meeting her there. She worked 
in the State Bank as a clerk. Sadar wondered if she still worked there and wanted to 
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go in, but changed his mind. He had been enchanted by her open easy manner, her 
warmth, her energy, and most of all her joy for life. The first day Sadar had met her, 
she was wearing a well-cut black suit. He struggled not to remember how irresistible 
she looked, with her dazzling dark-brown eyes, and her long wavy black hair, which 
she had knotted into a sleek bun. He could feel a pain in his heart. It reminded him of 
how hard it had been to let her go. They had dated for almost six months, but when 
the pressure came from his and her parents, Sadar had to pull out. The thought of 
eloping had crossed their minds but he did not want to go against his parents wishes, 
as well as fearing for their safety from the threats they were receiving from Gigi’s 
parents and relatives. Breaking off with Gigi had been tough, but he felt he could not 
do anything but that, as anything else would have been the worse option.” 

“That must have been a very difficult decision to take?” I said. 

“It certainly was,” Cassandra replied. “Gigi was born in the town of Beau 
Bassin, of a family of Afro-Caribbean origin otherwise known as Creole with light 
skin, by whom she was cherished and beloved. She was one of three sisters and also 
had two brothers. Although she knew what parental attitudes were like in those days 
towards mixed relationships and marriages, she could not help fall in love with Sadar. 
She did not choose to, it just happened. When she discovered the reactions of both 
parents towards their relationship, she just could not believe the extent of hostility that 
emerged. She loved her parents very much and did not want to break their hearts, but 
Sadar was so special to her that she did not want to lose him either. After much 
deliberation, she decided that she wanted to run away with Sadar, but the latter was 
not prepared to lose his parents either through disobedience on his part or adversarial 
hostility, which he believed would have definitely occurred had he eloped with 
Gigi...” 

“Sorry to interrupt. Are you saying that if Sadar had run away with Gigi, his 
parents would have rejected him?” I asked. 

“Yes definitely. Unfortunately, such was the attitudes of parents then. 
Interestingly, fifteen years down the road, there is evidence that there is only a slight 
change in that area. The sectarian barriers particularly amongst the Hindus, Tamils, 
and Muslims are somewhat more relaxed nowadays.” 

‘Oh La La! Is that a good thing?” I asked. 

“There are arguments to support both sides,” Cassandra answered and then 
continued with her story. “Unknown to Sadar, Gigi, on the rebound, was later on 
misled by the foolishness of her heart and became involved with another gentleman in 
the neighbourhood, who had promised her marriage. Soon after, the philanderer had 
abandoned her, and to add insult to injury, ungentlemanly that he was, and despite the 
fact that he was of the same ethnic group and shared the same religious practices, he 
left her pregnant and refused to insure provision for the child. Saddled with such a 
burden and desperate to conceal her fault, which in those days would have been 
regarded as an unforgivable sin, she moved to a deserted area in the woods behind the 
slop of Le Pouce Mountain where no one knew her, to have and raise her child as a 
single mother...” 

“Ah! Is that the mountain you told me about earlier?” I uttered. 

“Yes,” answered Cassandra. 

“Although, I did wonder why you were telling me about it,” I said. “I should 
have known you had a reason for including it in your narration.” 

Cassandra smiled and continued with her tale. 
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“Sadar had looked back once or twice with regret, but once he was in London under 

the auspices and watchful eyes of his uncle, he concentrated on his studies and found 
little time for anything else. With all that he had to do, he could barely keep his head 
above water or take time out to relax. Reading, writing assignments, attending 
lectures, preparing for seminars, and holding a part time evening job in a local filling 
station took up most of his time. The two places he spent most of his time were the 
library and his room, the two people he saw most were his mentor and his flatmate, 
and of course, the other students he saw on weekdays, whose lives were identical to 
his and revolved mostly around their studies. Most of them had put their relationships 
and short-term pleasures on hold until they had completed their studies. Others were 
trying to juggle the two but realising that romancing and studying did not always mix 
well. Being a full time student was tough enough. It was a life he was forced to 
choose, a decision he was forced to make. Sadar has always been a goal seeker he has 
always been a very determined young man. He was not the kind of man who gave up 
easily which is quite an admirable quality to possess. He had noticed that a couple of 
his friends with whom he had studied in London and who had returned to the island 
had managed to secure a good job and were happily married. Therefore, if they could 
do it, then there was hope for him. Having made the necessary sacrifices, given the 
same opportunity his friends had had, he should do well.” 

“Since he was in Paradise Island why should he not expect to do well?” I 
thought aloud. 

“My sentiments exactly,” Cassandra agreed. 

As the story was getting more interesting my intention was to keep meeting 
with Cassandra. The company was nice, so why not. I reckoned that if I was not 
meeting with Cassandra, two sets of people would be occupying my time—old friends 
with whom I had little in common, and the few relations, who were not really 
interested in me. I had been fed up for so long; listening to Cassandra’s tale was a 
breath of fresh air. I had no clue when the story was going to end or even if there was 
an end! Either way I did not care. 2 
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CHAPTER SIX 
Day 6 


knew how to navigate my way around Port Louis fairly well. Cassandra and 
I had agreed to rendez-vous in Farquhar Street in Brunch Café Bins. 
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Farquhar Street, Port Louis 


When I had arrived at our meeting point, Cassandra was already there 
waiting for me. 

“You're late,” she complained. 

“I’m sorry, I got held up,” I apologized. 

“That will cost you,” she said. 

“T beg your pardon?” 

“You can pay for the tea... and a piece of sponge cake,” Cassandra said. 

“Consider it done,” I replied, and then turning to a waiter, I placed an order. 
Minutes later a tray arrived. 

“When we finish I would like to take you to the central market where anything 
goes,” said Cassandra. “There you will see Hawkers representing all of the island’s 
ethnic groups — Muslims traders, Indian touts, Chinese, and Creoles — shouting to flog 
their wares which include lottery tickets, meat, patisseries, herbal teas, and a rainbow 
array of exotic fruit and vegetables (cakes, papayas, pineapples, coconuts, star fruits, 
chillies, and coriander)—all neatly presented to command your attention...” 

“T know of this amazing place. I’ve been there years ago. I wonder how much 
it has changed, if at all,” I said. 


37 


“Lets go and see then and when we get to this bustling market, you will see it 
has plenty of colour, distinctive smells, and fresh appetizing produce—perfect for 
cooking curries, but be warned, although it is a great place to spend a few hours, most 
of the time, these days it is very crowded with shoppers.” 

“Not to worry, I’m used to crowds,” I said, but I really had no clue how 
crowded Cassandra meant. 

“Now, when you are on your own, I would advise you to be careful,” 
Cassandra warned. “...but today you do not have to worry, because I will look after 
you... erhm... Benjamin Franklin, may be credited for saying that ‘time is money’, but 
you will find there is lots of rushing about at that market. You will also notice that no 
one has any time or compassion for anyone. Most of the sellers are so busy figuring 
out what scam they can safely pull off to make a quick buck, that customers like you 
and sometimes even me, are just numbers to them.” 

“Why can’t the vendors take their time?” I asked. “What are they trying to 
gain?” 

“Time, my friend,” Cassandra said. “You must have heard the expression 
time is money.” 

“Yes I have,” I replied. “Denis Waitley once said, ‘Time is an equal 
opportunity employer. Each human being has exactly the same number of hours and 
minutes every day. No one can buy more time, not even rich people. Everybody has 
twenty-four hours. Even scientists cannot invent new minutes...” 

“How right that Denis Waitley is,” Cassandra interjected with a huge grin on 
her face and then she quickly added, “When we are there you are going to see 
everyone behaves as if it is possible to save time to spend it on another day.” 

After we had finished our tea, Cassandra and I made our way to the market. 
Once I saw the madding crowd, I had to laugh. When, we got inside the supermarket, 
just before closing time, I saw a man trying to make his last killing of the day. He was 
waving a scarf in the air shouting, just ten rupees for this beautiful scarf, then he 
suddenly saw me coming along and immediately spotted that I was a tourist, he 
quickly changed his selling price to one hundred rupees, waiving the same scarf at 
me. I just smiled. As I passed the gate of the market, just outside it, I noticed a man 
standing behind a stall, selling a kind of local fast food. I promptly asked Cassandra 
what it was. 

Cassandra explained. “That is Dholl puri—fried thin bread stuffed with 
ground yellow split peas, and served as a pair with bean curry, and chutney.” 

“Oh, yes, ves, I know of it and like it,” I replied. 

“Okay let’s go and have some. Follow me,” said Cassandra. 

We stopped at the stall. I watched the man with fascination as he showed such 
dexterity in the way he picked up the Dholl puri. Using only a spoon, he plunged it 
into a bowl containing butterbean sauce and put some on the Dholl puri; then, using 
the same spoon, he plunged it into another bowl picking yet another filling; and then 
into yet another bowl containing chillies. He did all this in such quick succession, 
spilling some in the process, as if he was frightened that the next customer would not 
wait if he had taken his time and used a different spoon for each item, being careful 
not to spill any food. 

Whilst he had to be applauded for his fascinating display of skill, 
unfortunately his apparent lack of understanding of how to present the food in the 
best possible manner as to make it appetizing was disconcerting, not to mention his 
poor sense of hygiene. There was a sense that his main concern was to sell as many 
Dholl puris as he could to fill his tin with rupees and notes before it was time for him 
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to go home. “Why can’t he take his time and present the Dholl in a way that is 
appetizing?” I wondered. I immediately told Cassandra I had lost my appetite, I 
would give it a miss on this occasion. Cassandra looking at the expression on my face 
and knew exactly why I did not want to taste the Dholl puri. 

“I know why you’ve lost your appetite,” Cassandra said. “Sadly this is how 
some of the sellers behave. He probably wants to get back to his wife and an array of 
children impatiently waiting for him. However, rest assured this is not common 
practice everywhere on the island. Some sellers do manage to strike a balance 
between speed and good presentation.” 

“Time,” I said, though most of us complain we do not have enough of, is 
amazingly fair, and forgiving. It has no speed limit. I just could not understand why 
these people were unable to comprehend that no matter how much time they waste in 
one day in getting it right they will still have plenty more tomorrow. 

In another section of the same market, I saw an Indian herbal medicinal stall. 
A notice board announced cures for hernia, wind, constipation, aphrodisiacs,, and 
bad smells. The latter would have held me in good stead when I visited the 
fishmongers’ warehouse - a smelly collection of octopus (fresh and dried), shark, 
lobster, marlin, and other marine life caught in the warm waters of the Indian Ocean. 
It made me wonder if the health inspectors were policing this place to ensure they 
conform to an acceptable standard. I wanted to ask Cassandra about it but I did not 
want to embarrass her anymore than she clearly already was. 

Turning the corner, I saw a bearded man with a crutch under his left armpit 
and a tin containing some coins in his right hand. He was shaking the tin as people 
passed him by. I tried to talk to him but received no response... “Is Port Louis filled 
with deaf people?” I asked. The bearded man turned his head, looked at me, and said, 

“Only the deaf and the blind live here, sir. We have beautiful buildings made 
of cement but people have hearts of stone. Only one thing is sacred and that is money. 
Those who have it, have plenty, and those who don’t, have nothing!” 

“What an indictment for an island described as Paradise,” I said to 
Cassandra and she felt obliged to apologise to me. 

As Cassandra and I continued our walk, we arrived near Caudan waterfront, 
a short distance away from the central market; I saw two young lovers kissing 
passionately, much to the disapproval of passers-by. “I didn’t think people behave 
that way in Dodoland?” I remarked. 

“Sadly some of our young islanders are copying the Europeans,” Cassandra 
admitted with some bitterness in her voice. 

Tt was unfortunately obvious that the couple could not wait to get home and do 
their lovemaking behind closed doors. I was shocked because I remember it was never 
like that in Mauritius. “How things have changed,” I remarked. 

“No it was never like that, but our young people are changing it. This is their 
world, how can we prevent our young islanders who are foolishly copying the 
lifestyle of other countries without considering the impact their behaviour will have 
on their Asian ways of life?” Cassandra answered with a touch of sadness in her 
voice. 

“Is that sort of behaviour impacting on relationships in Dodoland?” I asked 
Cassandra. 

“Shockingly, many failed relationships have sadly crept into our society. If 
you ask me to give you a true example of progress in reverse, this would be the one I 
would select,” Cassandra sorely admitted. 
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I observed all these and much more in the space of a few minutes much to 
Cassandra’s surprise. Visiting the central market in Port Louis was quite an 
education for me. 

From what I’d observed in such a short space of time, I got the impression 
that living in Mauritius was like living in a world where the people were insanely 
addicted with speed and foolishly impervious to quality even though it is so much 
more important than speed. Sadly, many of them were going nowhere fast! 

As we were both getting hungry, Cassandra suggested we go to the forecourt 
at the Caudan Waterfront. Caudan Waterfront was where one could meet friends for a 
drink, take a walk along the harbour, watch the latest movie, listen to music, try one’s 
luck at the casino, do shopping, admire artists’ work, and enjoy a meal. It was also a 
popular business district offering the most desirable and inspiring workspaces right 
in the heart of the pulsating Port Louis. 

We quickly found ourselves a table and ordered our meals, and I must say that 
I was impressed with the service. Whilst eating our food, Cassandra continued with 
her story about Sadar. 


“Once Sadar had left Azad corner, and arrived at the bus terminus at Port 
Louis, he saw a woman of a lively, good-natured, and affectionate disposition sitting 
behind a stall who went by the name of Shakila. She was born in the southernmost 
point of the island in a village called Souillac. She was selling Gateaux Piment—a 
kind of chilli cake. 

Shakila was shouting, ‘two for three,’ i.e. two rupees for three cakes. Sadar 
thought she was saying two cakes for three rupees. ‘No. three for two,’ Sadar decided 
to bargain. 

Shakila looked at Sadar, and shouted, ‘Are you crazy?’... ‘No. I say three for 
two,’ Sadar shouted back as he walked away. Shakila must have thought what a fool 
Sadar was. She called him back. ‘Okay three rupees for two.’ 

Sadar came back. ‘No three cakes for two rupees.’ 

Shakila shook her head and laughed. ‘Okay.’ 

‘It’s a deal,’ Sadar told her and put his hand in his pocket turning it inside out. 
With a huge grin on his face and a hand gesture, he said, ‘Oh sorry, I have no money.’ 

Shakila smiled. ‘I thought you were a nut case,’ she said looking at Sadar, “but 
I like you. Here, take.’ Shakila offered Sadar two cakes. ‘Take it, for you it is free.’ 

Sadar took the cakes. He felt very happy he had found someone who was 
willing to give something for nothing. 

‘Lady,’ Sadar said, “you are one of a kind. You have a heart of gold.’ Shakila 
revealed, ‘I have a son who is like you. I will pretend I gave it to him.’ 

‘ll pay you back one day,’ Sadar promised her. “God bless you. God bless 
your family. God bless this Paradise Island for harbouring someone like you.’...” 

“Not very many people are willing to give something for nothing these days,” 
I commented aloud. 

“T agree,” Cassandra said. “Sadar found a cardboard box and he sat down to 
rest his tired legs and ate his cakes. Next to him was a little boy who was peeling a 
banana. Before Sadar could tell the boy not to litter the street and keep Port Louis 
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clean, the latter had slung it on the pavement. Sadar shouted at the boy, ‘go, and pick 
it up,’ reminding him of the danger that it posed. The boy did not like Sadar shouting 
at him. He took his time getting up. 

Meanwhile, a young woman coming out of a shop managed to avoid stepping 
on the banana skin but the person behind her did not. He slipped on it causing him to 
fall backwards on his bum. Onlookers found it so funny and started to laugh... The 
young woman walked passed Sadar and gave him a timid smile. As she continued on 
her way, a youngster grabbed her handbag and made a run for it. When Sadar saw 
what had happened he chased after the lad and as he was about to catch him, the thief 
dropped the handbag and disappeared into a side alley. When Sadar returned with the 
woman’s handbag and gave it to her, she said graciously, ‘thank you,’ and they stared 
pleasingly at each other. 

Sadar quickly introduced himself. ‘Um...my name is Sadar.’ 

‘Mine is Fareeda Khan and I must rush; my father is waiting for me at 
home,’ she said as she started to walk away. 

By the way Sadar looked at Fareeda it was obvious that he liked her. ‘Oh, 
please let me buy you a cup of coffee?’ Sadar said. 

Fareeda hesitated at first then agreed. Fareeda and Sadar walked side by side across 
the road to this restaurant here in Caudan Waterfront... and coincidentally they both 
took a seat on this very table where we are sitting right now.” 

“Wow. Now I know why you chose this forecourt and insisted on sitting at this 
table,” I said. 

“Fareeda was sitting on the very seat you are sitting on now, whilst Sadar went 
to the counter and ordered two cups of coffee. 

‘That will be three rupees a cup please,’ the man behind the counter said to 
Sadar. 

Sadar put his hand in his pocket and after a few seconds he said, ‘I think I’ve 
lost my wallet.’ Seeing that the vendor was not amused, Sadar added, ‘Wait a 
moment.’ He went into the forecourt where Fareeda was sitting and asked her to lend 
him three rupees. When Sadar brought only one cup of coffee, Fareeda offered Sadar 
three rupees more so that he could buy a cup for himself but he refused. They ended 
up sharing the coffee. 

‘Thank you again for coming to my help out there.’ 

‘It was nothing. Say no more about it.’ 

‘Err...can I ask you a personal question?’ Fareeda asked Sadar. 

“What would you like to know?’ 

“What do you do?’ 

‘Um... I’m in-between jobs right now,’ Sadar lied. 

‘Oh!’ Fareeda lowered her head and took another sip of her coffee. There was 
an uneasy silence. 

Sadar was quick to notice the disappointment on Fareeda’s face, and he added, 
‘actually, I am looking for work.’ 

‘Good. I hope you find what you are looking for. Please excuse me but I must 
go now.’ Fareeda stood up. 
‘No, please do not go,’ Sadar begged softly. 

Soothed and charmed by the sight of Fareeda, he related in a few words, his 
past and his present desires. Fareeda, although deeply touched by what she heard, was 
more interested in sharing a bit of her own life for sharing sake rather than to endear 
her. She revealed to Sadar without reservation the obligation and commitment she had 
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towards her disabled father and finished off telling Sadar that, as far as she was 
concerned that was her fate. 

Sadar looked into Fareeda’s eyes and said tenderly, “you do not have to carry 
this burden on your own.’ Fareeda suddenly appeared uneasy. 

‘Please, feel no pity for me. I am quite comfortable with my life as it is...err... 
I really must go now.’ 

‘Then, can I walk you home?’ Sadar asked. 

‘No thank you very much,’ Fareeda said politely.” 

“T bet that was because she didn’t want to hook up with someone who was 
unemployed!” I surmised. 

“T’m sure that was the reason,” Cassandra concurred. “So, seeing how 
determined Fareeda was, Sadar made no further effort to prevent her from going. The 
twinkle in Fareeda’s eyes when she accepted Sadar’s invitation for coffee was 
evident. She could not have failed to notice that Sadar was interested in her but she 
was less than impressed, when she found out that Sadar did not tick all the boxes for 
her. She was pushing twenty-six and for the last fifteen years, since her mother died 
and her father had been confined to a wheelchair, her life had been virtually the same. 
It was a life of sacrifice and commitment. She had dedicated all of her time to looking 
after her ailing father. It needed a special type of man to change her situation and she 
did not see it in Sadar. 

After offering Sadar a handshake, she walked away. Sadar did not feel sorry 
for himself. After all the changes that he had observed since he had returned to 
Mauritius, he found it quite refreshing that at least the three-generation family had not 
changed and was still the norm on the island. Sadar completely sympathised with 
Fareeda and understood why she felt duty-bound to look after her father and not send 
him to an old peoples’ home, which would have been tantamount to committing a 
crime.” 

“I have read somewhere that old people’s home in Dodoland continues to be 
viewed as a place for only the destitute that have no one to look after them,” I said, 
“which is in total contrast with European countries.” 

Cassandra added, “Sadar had worked out why Fareeda was not interested in 
him. He bravely accepted that only a foolish woman would be interested in a man 
with no job, no money, and no future. However, it was a situation he was determined 
to reverse—” 

My next thought was whether Fareeda would want to begin a long-term 
relation with Sadar once he had secured paid employment. I put my hand in my 
pocket and pulled out a cigar. I knew Cassandra would not mind my smoking. It was 
also time for Cassandra and I to take leave from each other until our next meeting. 2 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


Day 7 


fter leaving Cassandra at the bus stop yesterday, I looked at my watch 
DM and noticed it was coming close to 2.45 P.M. I needed money badly. I 

walked as fast as I could, making my way to the State Bank, which was 
in the centre of Port Louis. After a five-minute walk, I was there. 


per <q 


State Bank, Port Louis 


The SBM Holdings Ltd is the second largest company listed on the Stock 
Exchange of Mauritius. Building on its strong financials, the Group was expanding its 
revenue base and reinforcing internal capabilities. In recent years, their financial 
performance had grown from strength to strength, registering new highs, as their 
operations had expanded. It was one of the largest financial institutions in Mauritius 
serving individual consumers, small and middle-market businesses, and large 
corporations with a full range of banking, investing, asset management, and other 
financial and risk management products and services. I had a few travellers’ cheques 
that I needed to change. 

Luckily, I didn’t have to queue for too long and I was pleasantly surprised by 
how agreeable and efficient the bank clerk was. After picking up enough money to 
cover my anticipated expenses for the week, I had made my way to my hotel room. I 
could not wait for my next meeting with Cassandra. To while away the evening, after 
dinner the hotel was holding a disco. I treated myself to a good time. By the time I had 
decided to go to bed, not only was I exhausted, but I had also had a bit too much to 
drink. As soon as I lay on my bed, I was out like a light. 

Getting up the following morning was difficult. I deliberately missed breakfast 
and remained in bed until 11 A.M. When I managed to get myself out of bed, my head 
was still heavy. I wanted to call Cassandra and postpone our meeting, but I did not 
have her phone number. I got under a cold shower and after I had dressed myself, I 
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made my way to a village called Belle Rose. As expected, Cassandra was sitting and 
waiting for me. I was delighted I was on time, as I did not want to upset her or give 
her the wrong impression. 

“Thank you for being on time,” Cassandra said as we greeted each other. 

She had chosen a nice little restaurant because it made nice curries and I love 
eating them. My usual is Madras because it is tasty and not too hot for my liking. I 
ordered a meat Madras with chips and a pint of beer, whilst Cassandra wanted a 
Chicken Vindaloo with rice and a bowl of lentil soup. 

“Are you ready for me to continue with my narration?” Cassandra asked. 

I nodded and she picked up where she’d left off. 


“Sadar,” Cassandra commenced, “after his encounter with the beautiful 
Fareeda, he knew he needed money, and he needed it fast. Standing on the pavement 
in the high street in Port Louis, he looked up and saw a pawnshop. He made his way 
towards it. As he entered the store, he noticed many second-hand articles on display. 
They ranged from jewellery to electrical equipments. Most of them were marked for 
sale. 

Sitting behind a counter was a bearded-man wearing a thobe—a long robe, 
usually white, with the top tailored like a shirt but was ankle-length and loose, 
typically worn by the Asian men who are a sub-group of the island population. The 
bearded-man was cheerful and quite welcoming and he was the usurer running the 
shop. Everyone called him Sam. He made his living buying things from people who 
needed money fast and sold them to others at a huge profit. People would also give 
him prized articles to hold for a period of time in exchange for cash. 

‘What can I do for you, sir?’ Sam asked Sadar politely as he saw him walking 
in. 

‘T’m not here to buy anything. I have something to sell,’ Sadar declared softly. 

‘Ah, ha! That is what most people come to Sam for.’ Sam responded lifting his 
hands in the air. ‘Come on tell me,’ he said impatiently, ‘what have you got?’ 

‘Gold.’ 

‘Oh, yes! You are very funny!’ Sam said shaking his head. 

He thought Sadar was joking. ‘It’s true, I am selling gold,’ Sadar confirmed 
with a grin on his face. 

He immediately plunged his hand in his inside pocket, pulled out a box, and 
handed it to Sam. When Sam opened the box and feasted his big black eyes on an 
exquisite gold watch, his eyes glittered and his lower jaw dropped in astonishment. 

“You are selling this?’ 

"Er. Yes. 

Sam turned and looked at the inscription engraved on the back of the watch, 
which he read aloud, To Sadar Venkatasamy from Gigi with love. 

‘That’s me,’ Sadar said with nostalgia. ‘So, how much would you give me for 
it?’ 

After examining the watch closely, Sam asked, ‘Are you pawning this or 
selling it?’ 

Sadar held the watch in his hand and looked at it with a nostalgic expression 
on his face. ‘It has been in my possession for many years. I have always carried it 


44 


with me, but now it is time that I sell it.’ He then placed the watch in the hand of the 
pawnbroker.” 

“T was once given a dressed-ring by someone with my initials on inscribed on 
its face which I treasured for many years. Somehow, I misplaced it and felt quite 
rotten about it. However, that was carelessness on my part. For Sadar to consciously 
let go of such a precious gift must have been very painful,” I said to Cassandra. 

“Very painful indeed without doubt,” Cassandra confirmed. “Sadar had 
received the watch from Gigi Pudnam as a token of their love. He had worn it with 
pride, but he needed money badly and that was the only thing he had of value. Sam 
dug his hand in his wallet and offered Sadar 10,000 rupees although he knew it was 
worth almost five times that much. 

‘If you should come back for it,’ he warned, ‘you will pay 50,000 rupees.’ 

‘If that is what it will cost me to buy it back, why are you only offering me one 
fifth of its value? 

‘This is business...I need to make a profit.’ 

‘That is daylight robbery,’ Sadar complained. 

Sadar, unable to do otherwise, took the money. 

‘Thank you, sir.” Sadar smiled. As he held the money in his hand, he felt so 
rich. ‘Please don’t sell this watch,’ he begged the broker reassuring him that, as soon 
as he had the money he would come back for it... “You know with these 10,000 
rupees, I’1l come back and buy your shop, you'll see.’ 

Sam looked at Sadar and said mockingly, ‘that’s what everyone thinks,’ and 
handed him a receipt. 

Being an old fox, he shook his head, and pointed his finger to his feet, Sam 
then added, ‘eventually, they all end up right here.’ 

Sadar walked out of the store counting his money and feeling very happy. 
Now that he had some money, he could rent a place for himself to sleep and buy food 
to sustain him, at least for a while until he found himself a job. Since he had been 
back on the island, he had not had a decent meal or a decent place to sleep. Unknown 
to him, whilst he was flicking through the notes, a crook was watching him and had 
moved closer behind him. As soon as Sadar was about to put the money in his pocket 
the crook stretched his hand, grabbed the money, and made a run for it.” 

“Oh my goodness. Poor Sadar,” I said. “I wondered how he will manage!” 

“Bad luck indeed,” said Cassandra. 

‘My money!, my money!, my money!’ Sadar shouted hysterically. 

“You damn thief, come back here!’ 

His screams fell on deaf ears. The crook was running away. 

Sadar was so shocked he could not even chase after him. The only thing Sadar 
could do was to continue shouting and cursing, ‘You should be ashamed of yourself, 
robbing decent people.’ People on the street were looking at him. Those who had 
witnessed the theft might have felt sorry for him but did nothing, others were 
shamefully laughing at his misfortune. A desolate Sadar looked around feeling sorry 
for his predicament. Now that the money was gone and he had nothing else worth 
selling, other than the cheap identity bracelet he had bought for a few rupees, he was 
penniless with nowhere to stay—” 2 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


Day 8 


locally made items at very reasonable prices. Ij was spoiled for choice as 

to what to bring home for myself or gifts for my family and friends. I could 
not help noticing several artists producing baskets, paintings and woodcarvings to 
name but a few. After getting myself a few special souvenirs, which I had been 
guaranteed that they were made in Mauritius and not imported from China, 
Cassandra and I sat on a wooden bench overlooking the deep blue sea. 


T he next day we met again at the Caudan Waterfront—a brilliant source of 


Caudan Waterfront, Port Louis 


“Are there lots of pick pockets or bandits in Dodoland?”’ I asked. 

Cassandra shook her head. “There never used to be...” She paused. I could 
feel she wanted to say something vile, but she managed to contain her emotions. “You 
must have heard of the Pirates of the Caribbean. Here we have the Pirates of the 
Indian Ocean.” 

“What happened after Sadar had lost his money,” I asked, as I was keen to 
know. 


Cassandra took a deep breath and then said, “Oh, yes, yes... after Sadar was 
left penniless with no where to stay, he wandered the street aimlessly whilst figuring 
out what to do. He finally came to a subway. After negotiating ten steps, he found 
himself in a huge tunnel. As he was making his way through the tunnel, he noticed a 
wooden bench next to a little confectionary shop. Standing next to the bench was a 
small crowd of young people. He walked towards the empty bench and as he sat down 
on it, Joe Salamander, the leader of the crowd approached him. 

Joe was a rough-looking hooligan with shifty eyes, and of slim build. He was 
wearing pants that reached below his knees and a short sleeve vest which revealed 
several tattoos all over his arms and neck. Suddenly Joe shouted, ‘what do you think 
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you are doing? Don’t you know this bench is reserved? So, move on.’ He gestured 
with his hands. 

Sadar got up on his feet and in a begging voice he asked, ‘can’t I rest on it for 
a few minutes?’ 

‘To sit on it you will have to give me your hat,’ Joe replied. 

‘My hat?’ Sadar echoed... ‘How will I protect my head from this scorching 
sun?’ 

‘No, you don’t understand. That is the price for the first fifteen minutes only. 
Then I want your shirt and after that you will need to give me money, cash, dosh, 
rupees.’ Joe said gesturing his right-hand in the air, rubbing his thumb against his 
forefinger together, whilst wearing a huge grimace which showed his uneven teeth 
that could do with a good clean. 

‘I paid ten rupees to reserve this bench and you will need to contribute half to 
sit on it. So let’s have it.’ 

“You want me to give you five rupees?’ a confused Sadar asked. 

‘That’s right.’ 

“Huh?...to rest on this bench?’ 

‘That’s what I said, you idiot. Why do you keep repeating my words?’ 

‘But why? This is a public bench,’ Sadar pointed out. 

“Don’t you have police officers in this country?” I asked sarcastically. 

“The police are too busy doing I don’t know what,” Cassandra replied. 

I got out my handkerchief and wiped the sweat off my face. The sun was really 
getting to me. My skin was peeling. I took some sun cream and rubbed my face, arms 
and legs. I had half an idea to take my shirt off, just like other tourists had done, but I 
calculated that it would be impolite to do so in the presence of Cassandra. Luckily, I 
had a miniature hand fan. 

“Of course, Sadar had no money surely he told them that?” I said. 

“He did, but these types of gangs are heartless and ruthless...” 

‘Look didn’t you hear me when I said it is reserved for me and my friends. 
Now are you ready to pay or do I need to kick your butt off it?’ Joe said, looking 
threatening. 

Despite feeling harassed, Sadar said softly, ‘I don’t have any money, not even 
two rupees to buy myself a Gateaux piment. Please, let me sit here for a while, my 
legs are aching me.’ 

‘Look you are annoying me. Just move on,’ Joe said and started to show his 
frustration, waving his right hand in the air and making rude gestures with his fingers. 

Unwilling to be pushed around, a relentless Sadar asked, ‘what would you do 
if I continued to sit here?’ Joe immediately grabbed Sadar by the arms and they 
started to struggle whilst the other boys crowded around ready to join in the scuffle. 

Passing by, was a middle-aged woman who saw how they were picking on 
Sadar and she fearlessly intervened. 

‘Leave him alone,’ she shouted as she approached the crowd. ‘This is a public 
subway. The bench belongs to the government.’ They immediately let Sadar loose. 

‘Hello, nice to see you again,’ Sadar said to the woman. He had recognised her 
as Shakila.’ 

Shakila asked Sadar. ‘What’s going on?’ 

‘Nothing, we were just fooling around,’ Sadar declared much to the 
astonishment of Joe and his gangs. “You see, I was passing and I wanted to sit down 
and rest for a bit and these nice people were trying to help me.’ 

Shakila was not one to be fooled, 
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‘Don’t lie; they were going to beat you up, weren’t they? Why?’ She turned to 
the crowd of hooligans and started to shout at them again. “Get out of here and leave 
this man alone... just because he is on his own, you were taking advantage of him. 
You should be ashamed of yourselves. Go home, the lot of you.’ Shakila looked 
fiercely at them. 

Because she was a woman they did not dare attack her. As the hooligans began 
to disperse, Shakila moved gently towards Sadar and she asked softly, ‘they didn’t 
hurt you, did they?’ As she got nearer, she looked sympathetically at Sadar. ‘Where is 
your home? Do you have a place to stay?’ 

Sadar bowed his head and said in a low voice, ‘Nowhere. Where do people 
who have nowhere live?’ 

“What a courageous woman!” 

“Very courageous... true... generous and kind too. Shakila was deeply 
affected and offered Sadar her hut and her friendship. “Come with me... I have a little 
place just round the corner. You can stay with me until you find somewhere of your 
own.’ 

Impressed by this tender gesture, Sadar gave her a hug, and exclaimed, ‘you 
are truly out of this world. Has heaven sent you to me to end my misfortunes? Since I 
have arrived on this island, no one has shown such kindness towards me, why have 
you? I am nothing but a total stranger.’ Sadar paused, took a deep breath, and then 
said, ‘thank you, thank you. You are very kind, but I cannot accept your offer, I will 
walk around and find a place, don’t worry about me.’ 

‘As you wish, but if you can’t find a place then you know where to come.’ 
Sadar and Shakila walked together to the other end of the subway and as they came 
out of it, on their immediate right they saw the Marina and looking to their left there 
were several buildings, of which one particular structure stood out most. Fronting it 
was a big iron gate painted in black and gold, guarding the entrance to a huge building 
with a dome-shaped roof standing in all its substantial splendour, its multicoloured 
fagade handsomely carved and richly ornate. Just above the entrance door was a large 
Coat of Arms. Standing in the yard was a black HeHo car. 


Pointing to the house, Shakila said, ‘do you know who lives here?’ 
Sadar looked across and shook his head. ‘No.’ 

‘Mr Dewan Shavandar—he is a relation of the Prime Minister and money 
lender extraordinaire.’ 

Just at that moment, Mr Shavandar pushed open his office door and stood on a 
balcony overlooking the main road to enjoy a cigar.’ ” 

“Wait a minute,” I said, “that’s the guy who gave Sadar a lift in his HeHo car 
and then ejected him.” 

“Well remembered, very good,” Cassandra complimented me. She was 
pleased to hear that I had been attentive during her narration and this encouraged 
her to continue with her story. 

“Sadar immediately recognised the name. ‘Mr Dewan Shavandar,’ he 
mumbled to himself, absentmindedly staring at the house for a moment. ‘I have met 
him. So, this is where he lives.’ 

“You know him?’ Shakila questioned, sounding surprised. 

Sadar nodded. ‘Yep, I know him all right.’ 

“When? How?’ 
There was excitement in Shakila’s voice. 
‘Oh, a while ago, we met.’ 
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“What is he like?’ Shakila became more curious. 

‘Just like all the others...until they fall from their perch.’ 

Shakila frowned. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘One day I will explain it to you,’ Sadar told her. 

Shakila checked again, ‘are you sure you don’t want to come home with me?’ 

‘Erm... are you sure it will be okay? I hate being a bother to people,’ said 
Sadar. 

“YOU, a bother to ME, I don’t think so, but I am very poor, so I have very 
little to offer you.’ 

‘You are offering me more than you could ever imagine.’ 

‘Let’s go. Walk this way please.’ Shakila told Sadar. 

Sadar followed Shakila to her house. After a few minutes walking, they were 
there. It was more like a four-sided-wall square hut than a house. It had only one room 
furnished with a mattress lying on the floor, a tall wooden cupboard made of pine, and 
a sofa that could easily sit three people. She had a very small kitchen, the roof of 
which was covered with thatch and the walls were boarded with dry raffia palms. On 
the floor was a fireplace constructed with three stones arranged in a u-shape where 
she did all her cooking, using dry sticks. Next to it, stood a four-sided wall with no 
roof and a door, which she used whenever she needed to have a bath. A few feet away 
was an outdoor toilet boarded with iron sheets, commonly described as a pit latrine.” 

“Cranky. How archaic?” I thought aloud. Memories of a middle-aged woman 
I knew when I was very young flooded back into my consciousness. She had a similar 
living condition to that of Shakila. It was incredible, I thought, that on an island 
described by many as a paradise on earth, there were still people living below the 
poverty line. 

“Very archaic,” Cassandra concurred and added, “After sharing a meal and a 
cup of coffee with Shakila, Sadar went to rest himself on the sofa. Despite everything, 
Shakila was always cheerful and forever grateful for each day she had managed to 
watch the rising and setting of the sun. She always had a smile for the very world that 
perhaps did not even know she existed or cared about her.” 

“Are there a lot of people living like Shakila?” I asked. 

“Unfortunately one third of the population live like that, and they are all 
tucked away in villages which the tourists never get to see,” Cassandra admitted 

“That is ridiculous and the government does nothing?” 

Cassandra raised her shoulders and shook her head. 

“How could it be just, when one set of people seemed to have hardly anything 
to brag about and yet another set had more than they needed, and yet still wanted 
more?” I shouted. “Your government should feel ashamed.” 

“As you can see, our Dodoland is far from paradise when it comes down to it,” 
said Cassandra, “I really don’t know who Mark Twain had been talking to when he 
described my country as such as being such a place.” 

“Maybe he wasn’t looking in the right places,” I remarked. Rumours have it 
that he talked to one man. I grimaced. “Continue please,” I said. 

Cassandra cleared her throat and swallowed a mouth full of orange juice and 
then said, “That night Sadar could hardly sleep. He tossed and turned until the early 
hours of the morning. He finally managed to close his eyes for a few hours before it 
was time for him to get up. Once he was awake, he set about helping Shakila. He 
carried some water from a nearby well and then sat down with her and drank a cup of 
tea whilst nibbling on a piece of toasted bread covered thinly with some butter. 
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‘Shakila,’ Sadar said. ‘I really don’t know how to thank you for being so kind 
and accommodating to me.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ Shakila interjected. ‘Think nothing of it. The pleasure was 
entirely mine.’ 

‘No, no, no,’ Sadar argued. ‘You are one of a kind.’ 

‘Stop it. You are making me blush. Drink your tea.’ 

‘Tell me Shakila, where is your husband?’ She thought for a moment then 
said, ‘gone.’ 

‘Dead, you mean?’ 

‘Maybe!’ 

‘Stop being so cryptic Shakila.’ 

‘He ran away with a younger woman.’ 

‘Ah!’ Suddenly, Sadar was lost for words. 

For the first time Sadar saw the sad expression on Shakila’s face, but she did 
not appear to have any bitterness in her voice as she told Sadar her story. Her twenty- 
year-old son was a drug addict and was in and out of a drug centre that was trying to 
help him kick the habit. Occasionally in his hallucinatory state, he would put his 
hands on her. After having listened to Shakila’s story, Sadar could not help feeling 
sorry for her. Before getting himself ready to move on, he did a few more chores for 
her. Shakila needed dry sticks for cooking which Sadar gladly helped her collect. She 
needed more water and Sadar pumped several buckets from the well, carried them to 
her hut, and filled up a big drum, which served as a reservoir. Then it was time for 
him to move on. 

‘T must go now, Shakila,’ Sadar said, as he leaned forward to give her a kiss. 

‘Where will you go? Why don’t you stay here with me?’ 
‘Thank you Shakila, but I must leave and search for my future.’ 

‘Have you got any money?’ 

‘Err... I could do with some,’ he said hesitantly. 

Shakila pulled out a little sack made of cloth, which she had tucked to her 
waist, opened it, and took out a note. 

‘Here, take this.” Shakila offered Sadar one hundred rupees. 

‘I can’t take that.’ 

“Yes you can. Take it. I’ll pretend I gave it to my son.’ 

‘T’ll give it back to you, I promise.’ 

Shakila smiled. They bade each other farewell then Sadar left, leaving Shakila 
standing there watching him go, unable to prevent a tear oozing out of the corner of 
her eye. After walking a few steps, Sadar turned round and waved to Shakila. The 
latter waved back.” 

“That was a very nice story, Cassandra.’ I said. 

“T guess you must be tired listening to me?” 

“T can listen to you all day and night. You will tell me more won’t you?” I 


asked. 
“If you want me to stop then I will.” Cassandra said. 
“Erhm... yes, until tomorrow - the same time?” 
“How about we meet in town at noon and we can spend an afternoon at the 
beach?” 


“That sounds great... I like the beach... erhm... which beach?” 

“T’ll surprise you tomorrow. We can have lunch there, drink coconut water 
and you can even have a swim.” 

“Settled.” 2 
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CHAPTER NINE 


Day 9 


7 Y he Dodoland was well known for its beautiful beaches and there were 
L many of them in the River District. Pointe Aux Sables beach was just one 

of them, located in the west part of the island, in the village of Pointe Aux 
Sables. Protected by coral reef, and with kilometres of white sandy beaches, the beach 
had a lot going for it. Sadly, unlike other beautiful beaches dotted around the island, 
most of the shoreline at Pointe Aux Sables beach was residential, lacked public 
amenities, and was somewhat difficult to access. The small areas designated as public 
beaches did not really fit the description of beaches as such, with little or no sand, 
pebbly shorelines and rocky seafloors. 


Cassandra and I met in town and we took the bus to Pointe Aux Sables beach 
where we had planned to spend the afternoon. 

As I lay on the white sand in my swimming trunks next to a log of a fallen 
coconut tree soaking in the sun, Cassandra sat on the log next to me. 

“So tell me,” I asked Cassandra, “after Sadar had left Shakila did he find a 
place to stay?” 


“Well, after leaving Shakila’s house, Sadar wandered to this very beach here 
where we are.” 
“Really?” 
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“Yes. This is why I decided to bring you here. I wanted you to see and feel the 
tranquillity of this area. The sea on that 8" day of April was just as tranquil as it is 
today. Gentle waves hit the barrier wall intermittently causing a huge splash of white 
foamy water just like the ones you can see now if you focus your eyes over there. 
With no fixed place to live, sleeping under the log I am sitting on was Sadar. With his 
eyes closed he looked so peaceful. He had spent the entire night here. The following 
morning when the tide had slowly moved out, a huge wave carried the seawater up to 
this log, causing Sadar to wake up. As he rose to his feet, his multicoloured clothes 
were wet and water was dripping down the tail of his shirt and his three-quarter length 
trousers. Sadar decided to stretch his arms and touch his toes with his fingers to 
loosen up his body when he heard a voice. At first, he ignored it and continued with 
his exercise. When he heard the voice again, without stopping what he was doing he 
asked, “Is that you Angel?” It was not the Angel; instead, it was the voice of the beach 
patrol guard, who was standing there with his truncheon in his right hand ready to hit 
anyone daring to undermine his authority. 

He was a Franco-Mauritian, short and fat, around forty and quite miserable 
and rather scary looking. He had been on the island for so long that his skin was so 
burnt that he looked like a typical Zulu. The security hat on his head and his piercing 
black eyes made him looked even more intimidating. His gorilla-shaped nose was flat 
and wide with huge nostrils harbouring black hair, which was growing out and badly 
needed trimming. 

‘Hey, what are you doing?’ the patrol guard shouted raising his voice. 

Sadar stopped his exercise, looked at the patrol guard, and said scarily, ‘I fell 
asleep.’ 

“Why have you been sleeping here?’ he demanded to know. 

‘Um...sorry, sir,’ Sadar said sounding as apologetic as he could. ‘I have lost 
my home,’ he answered lying through his teeth. 

Softening his voice with a grimace on his face he added, ‘it is not easy to find 
a place to rent here.’ Unsure of whether or not to believe him, the guard told Sadar in 
a stern, husky voice, 

“Well you can’t remain here. This is not a place to sleep. So run along.’ 

‘Why?’ Sadar protested. ‘I’m not causing anyone any harm.’ 

‘This is a private beach and you are trespassing. So get lost.’ 

‘How can that be? This beach surely belongs to everyone!’ 

‘Well, this one does not. It belongs to Mr Dewan Shavandar. He is a relation 
of the Prime Minister. If you do not move I will have to arrest you.’ 

‘Arrest me, why?’ Sadar objected. ‘I’m not committing a crime, am I?’ 

‘Shut it you tramp and move,’ the guard insisted, not prepared to take any 
nonsense from Sadar. 

“T thought all beaches on the island were public including hotel beaches?” I 
said. 

“You are correct.” Cassandra confirmed. “Hence, hotels, resorts, or private 
villas owners have no right to prevent anyone from entering their beach. Sadar was 
aware of that, but looking at the size of the security guard, he chose not to argue too 
much with him and reluctantly moved away from that part of the beach. 

As he moved further along, he noticed more and more people were filling the 
beach. Some women and men were sitting in circles on the beach eating and drinking, 
some women were in the water with their Salwar kameez on. Children were enjoying 
themselves building sand castles whilst others were playing football. Coming out of 
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the sea were two foreign nationals in their twenties. It looked like there were two girls 
with their bikini tops off even though it was not a nudist beach, which do not exist on 
the island, as it is not that kind of paradise. Nudism was against the law of the land. 
Sadar became distracted and stunned by the sight, and was not looking where he was 
going. Suddenly he stumbled and fell flat on top of a sand castle that two little 
children were building. Despite his apology, the children were upset and began to cry. 
Their mother immediately rushed over to them. She glared angrily at Sadar. 

“Why didn’t you look where you were going? You clumsy idiot!’ 

‘No, no, look over there they have their bikini tops off,’ Sadar said, pointing 
at the two girls. 

‘Don’t be stupid,’ the woman said. ‘They are two boys with long hair.’ 

‘Oh,’ Sadar laughed. ‘How silly of me. I thought...’ 

“You thought! look what you have done.’ the woman said with disgust in her 
voice, pointing her finger at the remains of the sand castle. 

‘T am truly sorry...err...I will help them rebuild it.’ Sadar offered. 

‘Don’t bother.’ 

Sadar, noticing how furious the woman looked, and how unwilling she was to 
accept his apology, remained silent. Poor Sadar gently and quietly moved away from 
the beach, bought himself some noodles before making his way back to Port Louis—” 

“That woman seemed to me to have been so unreasonable,” I said. 

“T agree,” said Cassandra. 

“Would you like some coconut water, Cassandra?” I asked. 

“Yes please. It’s almost lunch time, how about we treat ourselves to Mine Frit 
and some Dholl Puri?” 

“Good idea. You stay here I'll go and get our lunches.” I told Cassandra. A 
short while later, I returned and we sat quietly enjoying our food. After we lay on the 
beach soaking in the sun whilst allowing our food to digest. A few hours later, I went 
for a swim whilst Cassandra continued sun bathing”. 2 
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CHAPTER TEN 


Day 10 


going to be Sega concert today at Jardin Royale (Royal garden). As Iam a 
sucker for Sega, Cassandra and I had agreed to meet there. 

The Jardin Royale was a popular tourist attraction located near Port Louis 
and was famous for its long pond of giant water lilies. For a long time, the garden 
was ranked third among all the gardens that could be admired over the surface of the 
globe. 


6; n my way home the day before, I had seen a poster indicating that there was 


oo, 


Jardin Royale, Port Louis 


The garden was to the Island what Kew Garden is to England. It was the oldest 
botanical garden in the Southern Hemisphere, situated in a village, which rested 
about seven miles northeast of the capital, Port Louis, and it covered an area of 
around 37 hectares. It was one of the most visited attractions on the island. 

When Cassandra and I arrived, the garden had started to fill up with people of 
all ages from different walks of life. We wandered around until we came near a 
fishpond full of gigantic water lilies. I felt compelled to stop and admire the beautiful 
enormous leaves, which, according to Cassandra, had developed from a trunkful of 
seeds and shrubs shipped from France in the 18" century and was now one of the 
islands most talked about attractions. 

We mooched around the greenery and clapped our eyes on baobabs, lotus 
flowers, and gigantic palms lining orchids-scented avenues. I thought that Monet 
would have had a field day if he’d observed such eye-catching scenery. Cassandra 
suggested that we sat down on a nearby wooden bench as her right leg was paining 
her. 

In a kiosk in the Jardin Royale, not too far away, from where Cassandra and I 
were sitting, the band had settled themselves and were ready to start. The Sega 
dancers standing on the stage looked incredibly sexy. 
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I adore Sega music and dance. I’ve read that it is the’ musical 
expression of the islanders’ way of life: Joy, Carefree and Lively’. Historically, sega 
was sung by men and women who had been sold as slaves but whose souls had 
remained sensitive to music. 

“T love sega too,” Cassandra revealed. “What I love about it most is this cry 
from the soul trying to transcend the miseries and heartaches of life, while at the same 
time expressing the universal human desire for joy and happiness.” 

“Me too,” I shared. 

“As you listen to the words you can’t fail to notice how it tells the joys and 
sorrows of the peasants and the fishing folks. It is a nostalgic heritage of the 
villagers.” 

“T can see that,” I replied. 

As the beats, gripping in intensity provided the entertainment to those present, 
people in the crowd began to dance. The atmosphere was simply electric. 

“You know,” Cassandra said, “this concert is held once a year and every year 
the garden is crowded with tourists who flock to see it.” 

“I wonder if Sadar came here,” I thought aloud. 


“But of course, and this is where he was pleasantly surprised to meet Fareeda 
again.” 

“Don’t tell me she gave him the brush off again?” I said with a sad grin. 

“Sadar was standing where you stood earlier on and he was so captivated by 
the beauty of those water lilies that he had to pick one. As he was doing so, he slipped 
and fell into the pond. Sadar, though a good swimmer, was somehow having difficulty 
getting out of the pond. Fareeda, who happened to be strolling by, saw that Sadar was 
struggling for his life. Thoughtlessly, she jumped into the water and pulled Sadar out. 
Being herself an accomplished swimmer, she was able to drag Sadar on to the side of 
the pond. Without ascertaining if he was breathing or not, she instinctively proceeded 
to give him mouth to mouth resuscitation. Sadar had swallowed some water but not 
enough to harm him, nevertheless, the resuscitation continued for a few seconds, until 
he sat up, spewed out some water, and started to rub his eyes frantically. Their eyes 
met and they immediately recognised each other... 

‘Oh it’s you,’ she said looking shocked... ‘What’s happened? You weren’t 
trying to commit suicide, were you?’ a soaking Fareeda asked curiously, as she 
squeezed the water out of her dress. 

Sadar looked up at Fareeda, half-breathless, and said, ‘Me? Suicide?’ 

“Yes, suicide.’ 

‘Oh... that!’ 

Sadar got on his feet still giving the impression that he was breathless, 
eliciting as much sympathy as he could from Fareeda. 

After a short pause he said, ‘I slipped...’ 

‘But I saw... I mean... okay I am sorry, I thought...’ Fareeda looked 
genuinely apologetic. 
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‘No, no don’t apologize. You’re right; people don’t just fall in ponds, do 
they?’ He laughed. 

‘Besides, committing suicide is a sin.’ 

‘A sin,’ Sadar echoed. 

‘It may be a sin to commit suicide but it’s certainly not against the law,’ he 
said emphatically not knowing he was uninformed.” 

“So, Sadar did not know it is illegal to commit suicide?” I asked. 

“No. Keeping a straight face and feeling rather annoyed with Fareeda for 
thinking he was attempting suicide he added, ‘if I want to commit suicide then that is 
my business.’ Sadar then turned round and walked towards the pond pretending that 
this time he was going to throw himself in as a way of testing Fareeda’s determination 
to prevent him from hurting himself. 

Fareeda jumped in front of Sadar with her hands in the air ready to stop him 
and said, ‘are you really serious?’ 

‘Of course I am,’ he said, doing his best to look serious. ‘Even if you manage 
to stop me now I will do it another time.’ 

After giving Fareeda a stern look, Sadar managed to swerve past her and 
began to walk towards the pond. Fareeda followed and jumped again in front of 
Sadar. 

‘Listen,’ she said, looking determined, ‘I can’t let you kill yourself,’ and she 
moved closer to him, this time resting both of her hands on his chest. 

“You can’t stop me.’ 

Fareeda stepped back. ‘I can and if you don’t stop this claptrap I will call the 
security guard. He will stop you,’ she threatened, pointing her forefinger at him. On 
that note, Fareeda looked around and started to shout, ‘Guard, Guard!’ 

The security guard came over. After having listened to both of them ranting at 
each other, thinking that they were a couple, he decided to throw both of them out of 
the garden. 

‘Go home both of you now,’ he said. 

‘Why?’ Fareeda shouted, unable to comprehend why the guard was telling her 
that. 

‘Yes... As you say, sir,’ Sadar replied reverently, and turning to Fareeda he 
said softly, ‘come dear, let us go and stop being angry with me.’ 

A confused and earnest looking Fareeda stared at Sadar. 

“What are you babbling about? Don’t order me about.’ 

Sadar complained to the guard, 

‘Do you hear this, sir? This is how she reacts to me?’ 

Addressing Fareeda, the guard threatened, ‘You go home now and change 
your clothes before you catch a cold, or I will take you to the police station.’ 

‘To the police station!’ a surprised Fareeda echoed. ‘What have I done?’ 

“You are disturbing the peace.’ 

Fareeda could hardly believe what the guard was saying to her. ‘I... I was only 
trying to save him...’ 

‘I don’t want to hear another word from you. Go home,’ he ordered. 

An angry, confused, tetchy Fareeda just walked away and was followed slowly 
behind her by Sadar. Fareeda glanced behind and noticed that Sadar was following 
her. She defiantly turned back her head and continued to walk home, which was not 
very far from Jardin Royale. 

When she had reached her home, she stopped at the gate and turned around to 
look at Sadar, ‘That’s it! This is my home,’ she said. ‘Now, you can go away.’ 
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Unable to make Sadar leave, she turned round, opened the gate, and walked 
towards her front door. A few seconds later Sadar followed her to her front door. 
Sensing that someone was behind her, Fareeda turned round and when she saw Sadar 
there she yelled, ‘Why are you still following me? Don’t you have any manners?’ she 
asked angrily. 

‘Charming! Instead of thanking me for seeing you home, you say I have no 
manners?’ a relentless Sadar questioned. 

Why was Fareeda getting so angry? He was puzzled.” 

“T know why,’ I said. “She was angry with him because of him lying about the 
incident in the gardens and them getting kicked out. 

“Ah ha! You are right. How did you know that?” 

‘Elementary, my dear Cassandra,’ I replied. 

“Okay Sherlock.” Cassandra said with a grin. Anyway, as they were raising 
their voices to each other, Fareeda’s father overheard them and came to the door. The 
minute he noticed them, he looked at his daughter and asked, ‘What is the matter and 
who is this man? 

‘I have had it with this man. He followed me home, father.’ 

Looking at Fareeda’s father, Sadar said, ‘she is correct I followed her home, 
just ask her why? No, on second thoughts, let me come in and I will tell you why.’ 
Fareeda interjected. “No you can’t come in,’ and she stood in front of him to block his 
way. 

“Why not Fareeda?’ The father asked softly... ‘That’s not very polite?’ 

“He’s...’ 

Sadar cut her off. ‘I’m Sadar. Please to meet you, sir.” Sadar bowed reverently 
to greet the father. 

Pointing her finger at Sadar, Fareeda began to explain, ‘he dived into the 
fishpond...’ 

‘No, no, no, sir, your daughter jumped into the fishpond. I told her not to 
jump into such deep waters, but she would not listen.’ 


Fareeda tried to interrupt and Sadar quickly snapped at her. ‘Don’t interrupt, I’m 
talking.’ 

Turning to the father he added, ‘as I was saying, sir, luckily I was there, or else, she 
would have drowned.’ 

Fareeda leant in front of her father to get his full attention and said 
imploringly, ‘I didn’t jump in, father... err... well, I jumped in, but he is lying to 
you.’ 

‘Did you or did not you jump in? Don’t play with life my daughter.’ Fareeda 
shook her head and could not believe that her father did not believe her side of the 
story. 

Sadar quickly capitalised on that. “That’s what I said too,’ Sadar interjected. 

‘Life is sacred... it is a gift from God, I told her. To misuse it is a sin.’ 

‘Father, he is lying to you. He is the one who jumped in and I...’ 

Looking at Fareeda, Sadar suggested, “Go and change your clothes before you 
catch a cold. I'll sit for a while.’ 

‘He is right my daughter,’ the father intervened. ‘Go and change your clothes 
and when you are done bring some tea for our guest.’ 
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Fareeda reluctantly did as her father ordered. Whilst Fareeda was walking 
away, the father, who must have been pushing seventy, wearing a white moustache 
and spectacles, was bound to a wheel chair. He wheeled it closer to Sadar and asked 
him to take a seat, which Sadar did immediately and nearly fell down because the 
chair was not resting properly on its four legs. 

‘IT am Suddesh,’ Fareeda’s father said, introducing himself to Sadar. “Thank 
you, my son for saving my daughter’s life. She’s all I have in the world.’ 

He really did not buy Sadar’s version of what actually happened but it was his 
way of not embarrassing him. 

‘It was my duty, sir.’ 

“There aren’t many people on this Island who help others these days. To think 

you risked your life for her.’ Suddesh said, sounding very grateful. 
Sadar relished the thought of appearing as a hero. ‘To jump in the pond was simple 
for me. I am an excellent swimmer,’ he boasted. ‘I have swum for miles and I have a 
certificate to prove it... err... pointing to the multi-coloured outfit he was wearing, the 
only thing is that my expensive clothes got wet.’ 

No sooner, had he said that, he sneezed. 

‘Hurry with the tea, Fareeda,’ Suddesh shouted. ‘This man might catch a 
cold.’ 

Then turning to Sadar he remarked, ‘You’re a very nice, but shrewd man.’ 
Sadar could see that Suddesh did not buy the line that he was wearing expensive 
clothes. They both laughed at each other. Fareeda, looking quite displeased, walked 
into the room with a cup of tea in her hand and begrudgingly handed it over to Sadar. 
It was clear that Fareeda was not amused. 

“You’ve put yourself to such bother, but thank you,’ said Sadar as he took the 
cup from Fareeda and raised it to his mouth. 

‘The tea is very hot,’ Fareeda warned. ‘I hope it doesn’t burn your lying 
tongue,’ and she turned around to walk away. 

The warning came slightly too late for Sadar, as he had already taken a sip and 
felt the heat on his lips. ‘Ouch!’ he shouted. 

“That'll teach him for lying. I bet Fareeda was delighted that she’d got her 
revenge. 

“T am sure she was,” Cassandra confirmed and continued with her story. 

“Suddesh enquired, with an amusing grin on his face, 

‘Did you burn your mouth?’ 

‘Oh, just a little,’ Sadar replied. 

Overhearing Sadar’s reply, Fareeda immediately looked round and gave him a 
mocking look as if to say that serves you right for telling lies to my father, and then 
disappeared into her room. It did not take Suddesh long to observe that Sadar was 
interested in his daughter and he had no intention of standing in their way should they 
decide to develop a permanent relationship. He knew, should this happen, there was a 
chance his daughter would go and live elsewhere, leaving him on his own. Still, he 
was mentally prepared for that eventuality. His daughter’s happiness had always come 
before his. Conversely, Fareeda had always put her father’s welfare before hers.” 

“IT heard growing children caring for their elders is a common situation in 
most families in Dodoland,” I remarked. 


“Yes, it is and we are proud of it. Parents make sacrifices to look after their 


children and it is only fitting that children should return the favour when their parents 
are old and dependent—” Cassandra responded. 2° 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Day 11 


more I wanted to hear more. 


I t was my eleventh meeting with Cassandra. The more I listened to her the 


COMMUNITY 


CENTRE _ 


Community Centre, Port Louis 


After we left the Jardin Royale, we had agreed to meet the next day at a community 
centre, which unknown to me was not far from where Fareeda lived. Fronting the 
centre was a fair amount of land covered with lawn, some fruit trees, and a small car 
park. The building was made of bricks with red slates covering the roof. It looked in 
good condition. The inside was quite spacious and clean. It had one big hall, where 
all sort of activities such as dancing, bowling, bingo, table tennis and other activities 
took place. Other smaller rooms, some were used as offices, others were used as 
classrooms, or for meetings and such like. As it was a beautiful day, we sat 
underneath a huge lychee tree drinking a coca-cola. 

I turned to Cassandra and said, “From what you told me yesterday it sounded 
like Suddesh was not averse to Sadar seeing his daughter?” 


“No, he was not,” Cassandra replied. “Whilst both of them were sitting 
together, Sadar had let his gaze wandered around the room and his eyes fell on a 
photograph of Fareeda with two children in a picture-frame hanging on the wall. 

Suddesh had noticed the surprised expression on Sadar’s face and he quickly 
remarked, ‘Those children are beautiful, aren’t they?’ 
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‘They are,’ Sadar could hardly get the words out of his mouth. Err... your 
daughter... ha... ha... has children?’ a half-choked Sadar asked. 

‘No, they are Kali’s, my other daughter. She lives in Canada with her 
husband. My two daughters are twins.’ 

‘Oh,’ Sadar said with a great sigh of relief, ‘For a moment I thought... oh 
never mind.’ 

He quickly got off the topic. Suddesh was quite observant. 

“Yes, I know what you thought. You see, since I have been bound to this 
wheelchair, Fareeda had to quit her job. She was a ballet teacher. Now she gives 
private lessons to ten children in the village. This way she is able to earn some money 
and at the same time take care of me. Besides my measly pension of 3000 rupees per 
month, that is our main source of income. We live on very little. We are part of the 
poor section of the community—the other side of paradise if you like.’” 

“What did Suddesh do before he was confined to a wheelchair?” I asked. 

““Suddesh used to be a political activist until his accident,” said Cassandra. “He 
was very critical of the ruling party. He accepted that poverty exists everywhere in the 
world and he was intelligent enough to recognise that fact, but he was tired listening 
to the politicians telling the people how much effort they were making to create a 
better life for the poor. He felt the very policies they were formulating and 
implementing to tackle poverty were frequently producing more poverty and 
deepening inequality, killing opportunities—particularly jobs. 


Sadar, remaining on his feet, listened patiently as Suddesh told him of the very 
modest life he and his daughter lived. Having sensed that Sadar was interested in his 
daughter, he felt compelled to warn him that they had nothing better to offer him. 

“You see my son, our politicians keep telling us that what we need on this 
island is growth, but what sense does it make when growth is of a jobless type and it 
only benefits those at the top of the pyramid rather than trickling down?’ 

‘I could not have put it better myself,’ Sadar conceded. 

In the three months, that Sadar had been on the island he had noticed that 
equality was nothing but a buzzword leaving him with the impression that the present 
leaders have no understanding of its meaning. 

‘They talk of equality,’ Sadar said, ‘in terms of better access to services or 
better distribution when in fact it means re-distribution and equal chances.’ 

‘You are so right Sadar,’ Suddesh said, ‘and the redistribution that exists is 
tilted towards the already rich, leaving those who most deserve it —that is the poor, 
the vulnerable, the middle class - on the margins.’ Suddesh paused, took a deep 
breath, and then added, ‘that is so unfair, leaving us to survive on very little.’ 

‘As I have moved around,’ Sadar said, ‘I have heard the wrath and outcry of 
the people and I sincerely hope it is loud enough to make others realise how unfair, 
unjust, and inhuman Paradise Island has become.’ 

‘T hope so too.’ 

In order not to let Suddesh feel too distressed by his situation Sadar said, 

‘don’t let it worry you; I think you’ve got a very nice place here.’ Sadar 

returned to his seat. 

‘Fareeda!’ Suddesh shouted, ‘hurry up daughter otherwise you are going to be 
late.’ 

“Your daughter has to go somewhere?’ 

“Yes, she needs to go to the village, not too far from here, where the children 
will be waiting.’ 
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In the back room, Fareeda had been changing her clothes. The room was of a 
reasonable size, modestly furnished with a bed, wardrobe and dresser all made of 
pine, with a small window looking out into an enclosed yard containing a few trees 
that were bending and twisting in the wind. 

When she entered the room, she kissed her father goodbye before shooting off 
to teach. Sadar thought he was going to get a kiss too and prepared his cheek, but he 
was sorely disappointed. He watched Fareeda walking away and he could not detach 
his eyes from her. 

Seeing no point in sticking around, he turned to Suddesh and said, 

‘Well I’d better leave now,’ Sadar said. 

‘No, stay with me for a while and let’s continue to talk... it’s not very often 
that I meet someone who is interested in politics and who is able to talk so 
intelligently about it.’ 

‘Okay,’ Sadar agreed. ‘What would you like to talk about, more politics?’ 

‘No. Instead tell me, what kind of work do you do, Sadar?’ 

‘Err... well I am in-between jobs right now... doing this and that, but I have 
an interview coming up.’ 

‘That’s nice, what is it for?’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘I mean the interview is for what job?’ 

‘Oh, it’s in the government... an officer of some kind, you know...’ 

Sadar was deliberately being evasive as he was telling fibs. He glanced at the 
clock on the wall. 

‘Good lord is that the time? I must rush, I have something important to do,’ he 
said and quickly rose to his feet. 

“Well, if you must go you must go,’ Suddesh said. 

‘It was nice meeting you, sir... err... say goodbye to your daughter for me.’ 

“You could go and tell her yourself at the community centre.’ 

‘Oh, can I?’ Suddesh nodded. 

‘Thank you, sir, thank you. I think I will.’ Sadar left.” 

“Sadar left to go where?” I asked. 

Cassandra frowned. “Where do you think?” she asked— 2 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


Day 12 


By the twelfth day, Cassandra and I had become fairly well acquainted with 
each other. 
Referring to Sadar I said, “‘Fareeda’s father must have liked Sadar otherwise, 


a” 


he would not have told him to go and see her at the community centre. 


Suddesh Khan 


Cassandra took her time to respond. She took a bite of her sandwich and 
swallowed a few mouthful of coca-cola before replying. 


“When Fareeda had left her house, it did not take very long for her to arrive at 
the community centre. The weather was as nice as it is today. Fareeda had gathered 
her children in a circle underneath this very huge lychee tree where we are sitting.” 
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“You don’t say. I wondered why you were keen to sit down here.’ 

“The children were squatting on mats looking quite interested. Fareeda was 
asking the children to name the objects she had printed on each card she was showing 
them. Unknown to Fareeda, Sadar had come looking for her. Keeping himself well 
out of sight, he watched at a distance and he was fascinated with the way Fareeda was 
engaging the children. All the children were happily participating in the session, 
responding to her questions and eager to give their answers. 

After thirty minutes had elapsed, Sadar decided to show himself and join the 
class much to the displeasure of Fareeda as she had had enough of his interference in 
her affairs for one day.” 

“T thought she liked him,” I interjected 

“She did, but she had come to dislike him once Sadar had lied to her father 
saying that she was trying to commit suicide.” 

“Surely she must have known that Sadar was not really being malicious?” I 
said. 

“She probably did, but her main reason was that, although she could see he 
was good looking, he was dressed like a clown and had been acting like an idiot, not 
to mention he was jobless. If she was looking for her prince charming, as far as she 
was concerned Sadar was not it. In direct contrast, Sadar had taken a fancy to Fareeda 
from the first moment he had seen her and he was going to do whatever he could to 
gain her attention and affection albeit, he probably was not going about it in the right 
way. 

On a whim, Sadar decided to take over the class and began to engage the 
children in a different sort of activity. He was miming to the children, acting very 
funny and asking them to guess what he was doing. All the children were extremely 
attentive and interacting with him more than he could ever have expected. Fareeda 
could not believe Sadar’s arrogance and felt he had gone over the top. She was 
fuming despite the fact that she could see the children were enjoying it. She told him 
to go away but Sadar continued. Fifteen minutes later, he dismissed the class much to 
Fareeda’s disapproval and disbelief. As the children were dispersing, Fareeda called 
out in vain for them to come back. Incensed with rage she turned round and screamed 
at Sadar. 

“Why did you send my children away?’ Fareeda asked angrily. 

‘Why are you getting so worked up? They needed a rest,’ Sadar answered 
casually. ‘Let them have some fun. Besides, I want to talk to you.’ 

‘Have some fun... Talk to me! That’s all it is with you - fun and games.’ 

Still looking very angry she yelled, “You are crazy! Yes crazy! You sent the 
children away so that they could become useless like you?’ 

The cutting accusatory words of Fareeda cut through Sadar’s heart like a knife 
through butter. The expression on his face changed instantly. He looked into the eyes 
of Fareeda and he could not understand why she was being so hostile towards him, as 
all he was trying to do was to befriend her. For a brief moment, there was silence as 
they both continued to stare at each other. 

Then, in a gentle voice, Sadar said softly, ‘You’re right, I don’t have work, but 
useless... I am not, Illiterate, no! That is the sad part. If you were right I would be a 
labourer working in the sugarcane fields or picking up rubbish on the streets.’ 

After a pause he added, ‘What can I do? I am a graduate. I have a master’s 
degree from London.’ 

‘Graduate... master’s degree... another of your lies!’ Fareeda echoed angrily 
as she started to walk away from Sadar. 
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All of a sudden she turned round and with disgust in her eyes she said, 

‘Look at you - is that the sight of someone who is educated? Hah!’ 

A stunned Sadar stood there feeling quite small. 

In a soft voice Sadar said, ‘my appearance has really fooled you... I guess if I 
was smartly dressed, driving a fancy car, you wouldn’t call me illiterate,’ he 
rebutted. ‘Well, I can’t blame you. The world has lost its compassion... you 
have lost your compassion.’” 

“Sadar must have felt really hurt by Fareeda’s words?” I intervened. 


“Sadar was indeed hurt,” Cassandra confirmed and continued with her 
account. “Fareeda stopped picking up the cards that the children had left behind and 
turned her head to look at Sadar. Listening to the tone of Sadar’s voice, she began to 
realise that maybe she had misjudged him. Maybe his buffoon-like appearance had 
indeed fooled her. Her attitude towards Sadar changed instantly. She stood up. Her 
posture became less hostile and the expression on her face showed less anger. 

Sadar moved a few paces towards her and pointed out, 

‘Clothes certainly make a man.’ His voice had changed and with bitterness he 
said, 

‘Yes, yes, I see it now... fine clothes are more important than human feelings, 
kindness and tolerance.’ 

As he got closer to Fareeda he complained, 

‘All I was trying to do was to gain your attention and befriend you because I 
like you. Unfortunately, all the time all you saw in me was that I am a fool, a clown, a 
worthless human being. How can such a beautiful person like you have such 
unkindness in you?’ He gritted his teeth.” 

“That must have really put her in her place?” I said. 

“Fareeda, indeed felt Sadar’s words and bowed her head feeling quite 
embarrassed. 

‘That’s not true,’ she quickly denied. ‘I am not unkind. We are not rich. Only 
poor people live in this locality. What would you want with poor people like us?’ 

Sadar leaned down and began to pick up the cards scattered on the ground. 

Fareeda decided to do the same. Squatting and facing each other Sadar asked 
softly, 

‘Don’t you think it is shameful that the poor should forget the poor?’ Fareeda 
could not answer. 

She lowered her eyes and reflected on the words of Sadar. She could even see 
a little tear forming in the corner of Sadar’s eye struggling to come out. Seeing that 
his message was getting home to Fareeda, Sadar stood up and helped her up on to her 
feet. They stood close to each other and stared into each other’s eyes. There was a 
sense that they were beginning to connect... 

“Yes, seeing how unusual I look, I could see how you would interpret that Iam 
uneducated.’ 

His throat felt dry, he swallowed and then added, 

‘Here take a look.’ Sadar put his hand in his pocket, pulled out a piece of 
paper, and handed it to Fareeda. ‘It’s my degree and I carry it with me... You see 
Master in Education. And look here pointing with his forefinger, this is my name: 
Sadar Venkatasamy.’ 

Fareeda was very embarrassed and touched. 

‘I am very, very sorry.’ Her voice had turned soft and tender. 

She looked straight at Sadar and said, 
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‘But... err... why are you dressed like this? Why have you been acting like a 
clown? Why can’t you find a job and buy yourself decent clothes instead of 
wandering around like a fool and making a nuisance of yourself?,’ Fareeda 
questioned. 

Sadar grinned. ‘If you really want to see what the world is truly like, you need 
to look at it from a different angle, like, coming out of it and looking at it from the 
outside. People are not always, what they seem. There are plenty of hypocrites 
around. They pretend to be ready to help you but when you really need their help then 
you see their true colours. Politicians are the worst culprits of this. When they need 
your vote, they come begging, and are too willing to talk to you, but once people vote 
them in, getting an appointment to see them is like seeking an appointment with God. 
When you do get to see them, they are either too busy avoiding you or making false 
promises they do not intend to keep. Walking around dressed like a clown, as you put 
it, can be very useful. People don’t see you as a threat. You become more acceptable 
to them as you are the object that makes them laugh. There is so much tension all over 
the world and we need laughter to cheer us up.’ 

Sadar paused to collect his thoughts. He added, 

‘The government seems light-years removed from the problems that besiege 
this island and from the fears that trembled in the heart of working class people 
struggling to make ends meet. All they appear to be concerned with is lining their own 
pockets and those of their friends.’ 

Sadar took a deep breath again, and with a heavy heart, he uttered, 

‘Good day to you Fareeda, good day.’ 

He turned his back on Fareeda and started to walk away.” 

“Well done Sadar, great words spoken,’ I said aloud. ‘Here is a man who 
possesses self-esteem.” I’m really getting to like this Sadar as a person. The story 
about him was tickling my interest and I wanted to know more about him and I was 
pretty well engrossed in what Cassandra was telling me. I’m an ordinary sort of 
fellow—no better than other people are I would say, but I hate to see a good man like 
Sadar being put down. I wished to Heaven women, especially those who feel that 
they are too pretty and therefore do not need to be kind and mindful of their words, 
were the same. From what Cassandra had told me so far, I could not wait to hear 
more and it was a story I would happily relate to others. I took a sip of water from the 
plastic bottle I always carried with me and Cassandra did the same and then 
continued with her story. 

“Please stay!” Fareeda begged Sadar as she proceeded to walk towards him. 
‘Stay a bit longer.’ 

“Oh yeah! At least it looks like she understood the hurt she had caused by her 
thoughtless words,” I said. 

“She understood, alright,’ said Cassandra, “and Sadar on hearing Fareeda’s 
plea, turned round and gazed at her. 

“Why? ...so that you can insult me a bit more?’ 

‘No, no.’ Fareeda shook her head. 

They looked at each other for a moment, and whilst she was thumbling with 
her fingers, Fareeda asked, 

‘What can I do to help you?’ She sounded genuine. 

‘Thank you, Fareeda,’ Sadar responded graciously. ‘If you had asked me that 
question a few moments ago, it might have meant something to me. Anyway, if I 
should need your help I know where to come, however, right now, I need to help 
myself. This is what I was born to do. There is a saying, which goes like this: help 
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yourself and God will help you. This is what I must do and this is what I will do. This 
is my destiny. Good day to you again, Fareeda.’ 

‘Tell me please, what has your destiny got in store for you?’ Fareeda asked 
with humility. 

A voice suddenly came from out of space said, ‘Good things! Great things!’ 

‘Who said that?’ Fareeda asked, as she looked round, her eyes widely opened. 

Sadar noticed the Angel next to a Lychee tree, leaning against it. Sadar looked 
at him with stern eyes. 

‘Don’t worry Sadar,’ the Angel reassured him. ‘She can neither see nor hear 
me, unless I want her to... so tell her Sadar, tell her.’ 

‘Err... Good things! Great things!’ Sadar repeated the Angel’s words with 
confidence and determination in his voice making them sound like they were his. 

‘How did you say that before without moving your lips? Don’t tell me you are 
a ventriloquist as well.’ 

‘Yes, I am,’ Sadar grinned raising his shoulders. ‘When I'll become rich and 
famous, no one, yes no one will look down on me. | will command respect and 
admiration. Wherever I shall go, people will bow and open doors for me. I will no 
longer be seen as a clown wandering around making a nuisance of myself.’ With a sad 
smile on his face, Sadar took his leave whilst Fareeda stood there watching him walk 
away and the Angel followed closely behind him.” 

“T really do hope he succeeded in his endeavour,” I said. “So what happened 
next,” I asked Cassandra. 

“ The Angel felt he needed to explain his intervention. ‘Sorry Sadar,’ he 
whispered to him, ‘she was being cruel to you, and I had to intervene. I am glad you 
put her in her place though.’ 

‘I’m not, anyway, have you been there all the time?’ 

‘Well not all of the time, but I heard most of it.’ 

‘How about some privacy! aren’t I entitled to that?’ 

‘Of course,’ the Angel answered. ‘Sorry Sadar, do not be angry with me. 
Remember I am on your side.’ 

“That’s what you keep saying. Why don’t you make yourself useful and find 
me a job?’ 

“Your wish is my command. I have already found one for you. Just go to 
China Town, you will find a small Chinese café called Lin Yang.’ 

“You’re joking right? You expect me to work in a café?’ 

‘It is just a temporary solution, Sadar.’ 

‘But I have a Master’s degree for God sake!’ Sadar yelled. 

‘I know, I know. This is all I could find for now. As I said, it is just 
temporary.’ 

‘How temporary?’ Sadar received no replied, as the Angel had gone—” « 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Day 13 


where we had agreed to go for lunch. It was already midday and we 
were feeling famished. 
I had heard the meals at Euréka had a typical flavour of the island... 
Mauritian dishes were actually a blend of the different cultures coexisting on the 
island, Cassandra had previously told me. 


si fter a few minutes walk Cassandra and I arrived at Jumbo food court 


Jumbo food court 


I scanned the menu and noticed that it was as diversified as the people on the island. 
Cassandra ordered a rougaille—which is a thick mildly spiced tomato sauce cooked 
with onions, garlic and thyme, served with rice and coconut chutney— which was a 
mixture of crushed coconut in coriander. I was tempted to taste it but finally opted for 
a lamb sizzler. 

A short while later our orders arrived and I couldn’t wait to taste the lamb 
whilst Cassandra dug into her rougaille. 

“How is your rougaille?” I asked. 

“Very tasty. And how about your lamb?” Cassandra asked. 

“Just the way I like it,” I replied. 

Forty-five minutes later, Cassandra looked at me and said, “Would you like 
some tea?” 

“Yes, why not.” 

Whilst sampling the vanilla tea, I asked Cassandra if the Angel had really got 
Sadar a job. 
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“The following day after his meeting with the Angel, Sadar turned up at Lin 
Yang in China Town—an urban region in the city of Port Louis containing a large 
population of Chinese businesses—and the manager offered him a job in a small café. 
Although this was not what he went to university for, at least it was a source of some 
income until something better came along!” 

“So much for having a Masters’ degree,’ I commented. 

“Sadar found it incredibly hard to believe that a man with his qualifications 
had to work in a Chinese café to gain a living. He laughed at the promise made by a 
government minister that said, ‘every household would have at least one graduate.’” 

“Whatever for?” I asked, “If Mauritius can’t provide appropriate jobs for its 
existing graduates.” 

“That was exactly what Sadar said.” Cassandra revealed. 

“If this is not crazy I do not know what is!” I cringed. 

“Anyway, it took Sadar three weeks to find a suitable place to rent. Up until 
then he had been sleeping rough and had hated it, but as there was a bit of money 
coming in, he was suddenly in a position to get a small flat somewhere or perhaps 
even share with a roommate. 

Lin Yang had told him that he knew someone who was looking for a 
roommate and gave him the person’s number. He had called immediately. There were 
already three people living in that apartment, and they were looking for a fourth, 
preferably a man. The woman answering the phone told him the room available was 
very small, and there were three other people living in the apartment, two of them 
were women and one was a man and they were looking for a forth. The price was 
within his budget, so he made an appointment to go over that evening when all of 
them would be home from work. He was excited by the prospect that he may finally 
have somewhere, which would get him off the streets. 

When Sadar got there, he discovered that it was an old building, but in clean 
condition. It was situated in the village of Pointe Aux Sables. As the front door was 
unlocked, he did not bother to use the buzzer, and he took the stairs to go down to the 
basement. A young woman, wearing a jogging suit let him into the apartment. She 
said she had just returned from a workout. She looked like a fitness fanatic and had a 
beautiful physic. ‘My name is Bernice,’ she said, ‘but I hate it. So please call me 
Bunny.’ Sadar discovered that she worked on a checkout in a nearby department 
store. 

As Bunny was showing Sadar the room, the other two flatmates, Freebee, an 
Afro-Caribbean and Yasmin an Asian Muslim came to meet him. They were co- 
habiting with each other and were planning to move out the following year. The four 
of them chatted pleasantly for a while over a cup of tea. The apartment was vast and 
bright. The bedroom they showed Sadar was indeed small, but there was no problem 
with him using the huge lounge and kitchen. The neighbourhood was quiet, with 
corner shops and restaurants nearby. The rent they had suggested to Sadar was one he 
could easily afford, even on his meagre wage. When he said he would take it, they all 
approved and were happy for him to move in immediately. After they gave him a set 
of keys, he left to return to work.” 

“Seeing Yasmin and Freebee co-habiting must have shocked Sadar,” I 
commented, because mixed marriages have been one of the greatest cultural barriers 
on Dodoland, haven’t they?” 

“Youre correct,” Cassandra confessed. “On his way back to work, Sadar 
could not stop thinking about Freebee and Yasmin, who as a couple, appeared odd to 
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him. For as long as he could recall Asian and Muslim families would rather have 
cast out their children than see them marry into the Afro-Caribbean culture and vice 
versa and to see Freebee and Yasmin co-habiting was even more extraordinary 
because most young people used to wait until they were married before they would 
live together as a couple.” 

I had read that interracial marriage and co-habitation were on the increase 
and wondered if that shift in attitude, particularly with regards to co-habitation was a 
change to be welcomed, or a curse of the western way of life, which should have been 
stopped at birth. Marriage as I see it, is not a trial and error affair, the more you 
work at it the better it gets. “Don’t you think?” I asked. 

“Tt’s a point of view,” Cassandra replied. “Anyway, the following day Saddar 
had a day off. He left the apartment early to go into the village, to do some shopping, 
since he’d discovered that he could do with a bedside lamp, as he liked reading at 
night, so he bought one. He was busy fixing it when Bunny came home from work. 

“Wow that looks very nice,’ Bunny said, smiling at him, ‘I like it and I think I 
will get one too.’ 

Sadar answered almost immediately. ‘It will do the job.’ 

This was his first apartment. All he had had until then, when he was not 
sleeping on the beach or other available open-air places were dorm rooms in rescue 
centres. He shared the shower room with Freebee, whilst Bunny and Yasmin preferred 
to use the bathroom. 

“Will you be going out tonight?’ Bunny asked with interest. “We won’t be, and 
tonight it’s Spaghetti Bolognaise. We would like you to join us. This will be our way 
of welcoming you to this apartment.’ 

‘Urm... Okay,’ Sadar said agreeably. 

‘Great. See you at six.’ 

Bunny left, leaving Sadar in his room to continue what he was doing.” 

“Did Lin Yang advance Sadar some money then?” I asked. 

“Yes, fortunately, Lin Yang did, which Sadar was using to help him settle in 
until payday. He liked Italian wine, and after sneaking out to get a cheap bottle of 
plonk, he entered into the kitchen, to find all three of his new flatmates in there busy 
helping each other to get the meal ready. He placed the bottle on the kitchen table. 
Freebee immediately opened it and poured a glass for everyone. Sadar followed 
Freebee into the dining room to help lay the table leaving the girls to put the final 
touches in the tomato sauce that was to accompany the spaghetti. Sadar was quick to 
display his skill in preparing a dinner table. He was quite meticulous with how he 
arranged the knives and forks and the table napkins. 

The four of them sat down to dinner at seven o’clock. Over dinner, Bunny 
revealed she had broken up with her partner six months prior to moving into the 
apartment and that she was taking a break from romance. After admitting that she was 
not dating, she conceded that none of her romances had ever worked out so far. 

‘How about you Sadar?’ she asked. 

‘Sorry?’ Sadar’s mind was elsewhere. 

‘Girlfriends, do you have one?’ Bunny asked again. 

Sadar took a deep breath. ‘Err... well... no...” Not wanting to talk about it, he 
quickly changed the conversation and said, ‘this meal is quite delicious, my 
compliments to the chef.’ 

‘That would be me,’ Yasmin was quick to lift her hand in the air, happy to 
take the credit. 

“You’re a very lucky man Freebee... so when is the big day?’ 
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‘Hopefully before the end of next year,’ Yasmin revealed. 

Looking at Yasmin, Sadar said, ‘You really have broadminded parents.’ 

“Why do you say that?’ 

‘I’m assuming they are not opposed to your relationship with Freebee. Don’t 
get me wrong I think it’s great you have been able to look beyond cultural and 
religious barriers.’ 

Yasmin coughed then cleared her throat... 

‘I’m sorry but you are going to be disappointed. The day I told my family I 
was in love with Freebee was the worst day of my life.’ 

‘I am sorry to hear that.’ 

‘My father hit the roof. He said break off the relationship or leave the house 
immediately. I was crying but I was too proud to beg him to change his mind and I 
felt angry at what I saw as his great intolerance. There were insults, tears, and anger 
on both sides. He felt I was betraying his origin and faith.’ 

‘Look,’ Sadar apologized, ‘I’m sorry I raised the issue, I don’t want to pry.’ 

‘You’re not prying. In fact I’m pleased you asked.’ 

Yasmin paused for a moment then in a solemn voice she said, ‘I call my 
parents nearly every week to tell them I love them, but I rarely see them and it breaks 
my heart.’ Yasmin rested her knife and fork on her plate, and took her napkin to wipe 
a tear that was itching to come out of the corner of an eye. Bunny jumped in and tried 
to change the conversation, but Yasmin wanted to continue telling her story. Apart 
from Bunny, Yasmin had never talked to anyone about it and the pain had been eating 
her inside and suffocating her. 

“Sometimes a little confession is good for the soul,” I said. 

“So they say,” Cassandra replied and continued with her story... “Yasmin 
revealed she was really heart broken because she loved them so much, but they were 
blinkered to another faith and accused her of having been brainwashed. Freebee and 
Yasmin loved each other and they knew once they tied the knot there was no way 
back. 

Sadar took a sip of his wine as if to give him the courage to ask, ‘Have you 
tried to ask yourself why they think and feel the way they do?’ 

“Well, it has been difficult for me to understand why they feel so strongly 
about this... perhaps because I am moving with the flow and they are stuck in their 
ways and feel more secure in their own circle.’ 

Sadar nodded. ‘Now you have hit the nail right on the head.’ 

Bunny intervened, ‘We’re in the twentieth century for God sake. It’s 
extraordinary that attitudes are still like this.’ 

‘What about you Freebee?’ Sadar asked, ‘you are awfully quiet.’ 

‘Hmm... you know, when Yasmin told her parents she was in love with me 
and planned to marry me, they reacted as if it was the worst thing on earth. It saddens 
me to say this, but there are still so many tensions between the Asian and Muslim 
culture and the other communities especially the blacks. The Afro-Caribbeans are 
seen by some as feckless, irresponsible, and immoral.’ 

‘But your parents have no problem with your relationship with Yasmin, do 
they Freebee?’ Bunny asked. 

‘Fortunately not! That’s most probably because they are reasonably liberal and 
they have welcomed Yasmin warmly. Of course, the fact that she is gorgeous, polite, 
a nice human being and I love her to bits may have helped.’ 

Sadar sighed. 
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‘Now wait a minute,’ he said. ‘I’m sure your parents would have preferred you 
to have chosen a nice Afro-Caribbean girl.’ 

‘That’s possible and I would not have argued with that, but they have never 
voiced any animosity towards Yasmin.’ 

Bunny interjected again. “But if they had, it would have been understandable, 
because people tend to feel safer living among their own community and there would 
of course be fewer problems for the children.’ 

Sadar nodded. ‘I agree about the children but also parents do not want their 
way of life to disappear, and the easiest way to preserve that is for their children to 
marry their own kind.’ 

‘That’s true,’ Bunny concurred. 

‘I’m sorry if our little get-together has been upsetting for you both, especially 
you Yasmin.’ 

Then addressing Yasmin directly Sadar said, 

‘I do hope that your parents will come round,’ 

‘I hope so too,’ Yasmin replied softly. “We plan to marry next year, first in a 
temple when I will wear traditional Asian dress, followed by a civil ceremony. I hope 
that my parents will attend at least our first wedding as it would be our way of 
accommodating the cultural and religious differences between us.’ 

‘So, no regrets then?’ Sadar said. 

‘Of course there are regrets. For example, when I started going out with 
Freebee I did not tell my parents. Freebee had been around my parent’s house a few 
times doing odd jobs. They thought he was a friend and said he was a nice person, 
very polite.’ 

‘Say no more... Yasmin, you are a great cook, and I think that you make a 
great couple together,’ said Sadar. 

“Thank you.’” 

“That was a very revealing section of your story, Cassandra,” I said. 
“CULTURE, RELIGION and POLITICS are three aspects that have a tendency to 
divide society, though not always.” 

I briefly reflected on my own situation. My wife is Maltese, a Roman Catholic 
whilst I am not. My children are British, one of them is married to an English man 
whose father comes from a Polish background and none of their family is catholic so 
my grandchildren are a mixture of Polish and English. We consider ourselves liberal 
and we have no real issues. We live and let live. 

“I seem to have lost you for a moment,” Cassandra noticed. 

“Sorry, I was briefly distracted, I apologise. Please continue, Cassandra.’ 

“After dinner, there was ice cream and fruit for dessert, which was 
coincidentally one of Sadar’s favourites. Once the dessert was sitting in front of him, 
he could not resist. 

‘I love ice cream too,’ Bunny confessed. 
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All four of them got on well together and Sadar felt that it was going to be a 
happy experience. When they had finished eating, they went into the lounge and 
chatted for a while. Finally, they hugged each other before going to their own rooms 
around 1.00 a.m. Sadar settled into his new three-foot wide single-bed deep in 
thought. Besides enjoying the meal, Sadar had enjoyed the conversation. He thought 
that Yasmin knew what her parent’s reaction would be especially after going about it 
in such a secretive and deceptive way. If she truly loved her parents as she said she 
did, she would not have shocked them by presenting them with a fait accompli and 
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then expect them to give her their blessings. The idea that everybody should be 
allowed to follow their heart, wherever and to whomever it might take them, is a 
relatively new one in history. 

It shows how far the society on this island has come, and yet how far it has 
still to go, Sadar reflected. He observed that whilst by and large interracial couples on 
the island faced little opposition from their families or from society itself, and if they 
do, it’s those in opposition who are the odd ones out—not the couple, he was pretty 
sure it was still the other way round. 

Most people are racially conscious and not progressive. Mauritian couples 
might not be facing too much opposition because of how fearful people are of being 
ousted as racist, even though being racist in the sexual and reproductive area is not 
evil or ignorant at all, but very natural. Sadar’s thought went on Gigi Pudnam and he 
wondered if he would have experienced a similar fate to Yasmin if he had continued 
his relationship with her. They say everything happens for a reason, whilst we may 
not like the outcome of an event at the time it occurs, when we look back on it later 
on, quite often we find it was a blessing in disguise. 

He knew very little of Bunny, other than that she was unlucky in love, but a 
very nice person to have as a friend. Each time their paths had crossed in the few days 
he had known her, she had not failed to show excitement. Extending his hand he 
switched off his bedside lamp, rested his head on his pillow and closed his eyes. It felt 
so good to, finally, have a proper bed to sleep—” 

“Shall we stop here,” I asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Oh! Can we go to China Town tomorrow?” 

“China Town it is,” Cassandra confirmed. # 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Day 14 


happily took me there. 

“Perhaps whilst we are there we could have a meal in Lin Yang restaurant,” 
Cassandra proposed. 

“That would be great,” I replied. 


I wanted to visit China Town to see for myself what it was like and Cassandra 


China Town, Port Louis 


I had never been to China Town before and I was very excited to see it, but when we 
arrived at the China Town Gates, a very creepy feeling came over me. Besides being a 
bit different from what one would find around the world, the whole place was dirty, 
there were very old Chinese shops, old buildings, very congested tiny roads, unkempt 
and just plain uncomfortable. It wasn’t the kind of a place I would recommend to 
anyone and all I wanted to do was to turn round quickly and run for the hills... but I 
could not let Cassandra down. Lin Yang was a small Chinese restaurant serving 
authentic Chinese food. The place was neither relaxing nor charming. As I sat at a 
corner table that Cassandra had specifically chosen, I somehow felt unsafe and 
despite my best efforts to hide my fears, Cassandra could see I was uncomfortable. 

“The reason I wanted you to come to Lin Yang will become evident soon,” 
Cassandra said. 

“T know why you brought me here,” I boldly said. “You wanted me to see the 
place where Sadar worked.” 

“Well, that is only part of it,’ Cassandra replied making me feel somewhat 
deflated. 
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“When the Angel had got Sadar the job here,” Cassandra explained, “although 
it was not exactly how he wanted to earn his living, it was something that kept his 
spirits up and put money in his pocket. He worked here for five long years. It was now 
July 3", 2005. The Island had just had a general election and a new Labour 
government was in place. Sadar thought long and hard about the things he used to do, 
the life he had before... earning measly money with no opportunity to progress... and 
his romance with his girl friend Gigi. Memories of how they used to walk through 
unlit streets without fear of being attacked, except perhaps by the huge number of 
wild dogs roaming the streets looking for food, kept flooding his consciousness. He 
remembered the things they did together and how they could meet and chat with 
friends without fear of being mugged or worse. 

A touch of nostalgia engulfed him to the core. He recalled the sacrifices his 
parents had made to bring him up and the love he had to forfeit when he was forced to 
go to London to live with his uncle and the sacrifices he had to make so that he could 
increase his education, thus improving his chances of a better future. Had it all been 
for nothing? He asked himself. Would the newly elected Labour coalition government 
bring hope and prosperity to the islanders? he wondered.” 

“How things seemed to have changed,” I noticed and commented. 

“Quite right,” Cassandra replied. “Three days after that 2005 election was 
over, people supporting the newly elected Labour government were still dancing and 
rejoicing in the street as if a new dawn had risen. The islanders who wanted Labour 
were in jubilation. The majority of the people were happy and thousands of them had 
celebrated late into the night. There were many customers in the café, including this 
one, more than usual. They looked happy and cheerful. The air felt lighter and the 
islander’s mood felt lifted. On that afternoon of July 6, 2005 as Sadar was serving a 
customer he noticed Fareeda sitting on her own at this very table, reading a 
magazine.” 

“You mean I am actually sitting at the table where Fareeda once sat?” 

Cassandra nodded. “And on the same chair too,” she added. 

“Wow! You know, suddenly I don’t feel frightened at all... I feel... I feel so 
lucky to be sitting where Fareeda once parked herself,” I said with a huge smile. 

Continuing her story Cassandra said, “After Sadar had placed a meal tray in 
front of the customer he was attending to, he moved hesitantly towards Fareeda’s 
table. 

‘What are you doing here?’ Sadar asked, looking surprised. 

Fareeda looked up at him and replied, ‘I’m trying to have a cup of coffee.’ 

They gazed at each other for a short while. ‘And what are you doing here?’ 
Fareeda asked in return. 

‘T work here.’ 

‘Hmm. ..I see.’ 

‘Err...can I get you anything?’ 

Fareeda picked up an unused coffee sachet from her tray and dangled it in 
front of Sadar’s eyes. 

‘Oh, Pll get you some hot water?’ 

‘That would be great.’ Pointing his right index finger in the air Sadar said, 
‘one second, please.’ He noticed there was hot water on an adjoining table. He 
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stretched his arm, grabbed the jug of hot water, and placed it on Fareeda’s table much 
to the amazement of the other customer... 

‘Thank you.’ Fareeda grinned and turned her head to look at the magazine she 
had in her hand. 

“You are welcome,’ said Sadar, as he stood there unable to take his eyes off 
her. 

He decided to pull up a chair and sat himself on the chair I am sitting on, 
facing her with his eyes still fixed on her. Sadar could still remember the first time he 
had set eyes on her. There she was crying for her handbag after that thief had pulled it 
away from her. Sadar had never forgotten the pleasing smile Fareeda had had on her 
face when he had retrieved it for her. He even remembered how stunning she looked 
that day in her white linen summer sari, which she had matched with a pair of white 
earrings, and white sandals. Surprisingly, here she was once again wearing the exact 
same outfit.” 

“That must have been coincidence or was it?” I commented. 

“You tell me,” Cassandra responded. “Anyway Fareeda, sensing that Sadar 
was staring at her, without moving her head, politely complained, 

‘You’re staring at me.’ 


She continued keeping her eyes on the page she was reading, feeling slightly 
uneasy. 

‘No I am staring at your left hand.’ 

‘Why?’ Fareeda asked, sounding curious. 

‘An engagement ring would look very nice on your finger.’ 

‘Oh! Do you think so?’ She smiled. 

‘A beautiful girl like you needs someone to take care of you.’ 

‘Oh yes. Well, I can take care of myself,’ Fareeda answered flippantly. 

‘I mean really take care of you. Pamper you with flowers, shower you with 
gifts and show you a good time.’ 

‘Does this person exist?’ 

‘If you give me a chance I might surprise you.’ 

At that point, she lifted her head and looked at Sadar amusingly. 

‘Tell me, does this line always work with the girls?’ 

‘T’m hoping it will work with you,’ Sadar replied with a grin on his face. 

‘Ur... shall I pour you a cup of coffee?’ 

‘Yes please, black no sugar.’ Fareeda said charmingly. 

Sadar picked up the hot water jug and began to pour the water into a cup 
containing the coffee granules. Clumsily he knocked the cup over and some of the 
coffee spilt over the table and ran onto Fareeda’s sari.” 

“Uh oh, I bet that really pissed her off,”’ I said. 

“Tt did. She quickly got off her chair, looked at her sari and just as she was 
about to shout at Sadar, the latter quickly interrupted her... 

‘lll buy you a new one,’ Sadar said loudly. 

“You’re going to do what?’ 

“Well it was entirely my fault. Since I have ruined your sari it is only fair that I 
replace it.’ 

A customer sitting on the adjoining table called out to Sadar, “Young man,’ 
she said sounding impatient. Sadar looked at the customer. She was a middle-aged 
woman restlessly waiting for service... 
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‘Wait one moment please and Ill be with you,’ Sadar said, and then he 
suddenly realised that he should not be keeping his customers waiting. He turned 
round to Fareeda and asked her to wait whilst he served the woman. 


As he was doing so, Fareeda scribbled something on her paper napkin and 
discreetly left the café. When Sadar returned to the table where Fareeda had been 
sitting, he was disappointed to find that she was gone. As he begun to clear the table, 
he noticed the note that Fareeda had left him. He picked up the note and went back 
into the kitchen, removing his white apron en-route. He then asked one of his 
colleagues to cover for him, as he swiftly left the café through the back door—’ # 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Day 15 


Dewa, a well-known street-stall renowned for selling delicious Dholl 

puris. It was crowded with people lining up to make their purchase. 
There was only one corner table left located next to a soft drink machine, with only 
two chairs. We grabbed the place before anyone else did. 


‘| fter my slightly scary experience in China Town, Cassandra took me to 


Aniconic street food in Mauritius. 


After lining up for over ten minutes, I was able to place my order. “Two pairs of 
Dholl puri, twice please,” I told the man standing behind the stall. 

“Chilli,” he asked. 

I nodded. 

After he handed me the Dholl puris, I paid him twenty-four rupees and went to 
sit down, next to Cassandra. 

“You know what?” I said to Cassandra, “I think this Fareeda is a little teaser, 
if you ask me.” 


“Hmm...” Cassandra just gave me a grin and then added, “When you are as 
beautiful as Fareeda was, you can afford to be a teaser as you put it,” Cassandra 
replied, and then added, “Don’t forget, Fareeda was a very desirable woman. She was 
slim, in her middle twenties, with beautiful long black-hair, which she occasionally 
platted. She liked children a lot and hoped to have one or two of her own one day. She 
was very traditional in her outlook towards life, she believed in the family unit, and 
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most importantly, Sadar thought she was exactly the kind of woman he would like to 
have as his soul mate. However, whoever married her had to be prepared to accept 
that her father would continue to live with them as she was committed to looking after 
him until he died. Fareeda’s mother had died when she was only twelve years old, 
then two years later her father had fallen from a ladder badly injuring himself. He was 
paralysed from the waist down and had been confined to a wheelchair ever since. 
Both her parents had been schoolteachers and her father was also a political activist. 
She had a twin sister, Zubeeda Khan who lived in Canada with her husband and two 
children. 

Fareeda’s family had never been hugely poor and she had had a secure 
upbringing, with a lot of time spent at the temple where the Asian community 
gathered. She went to a public school then moved to a girls’ only secondary school. 
Her parents wanted her to be happy but most importantly to live an honest life. 
Fareeda loved being Asian particularly because her community was more tightly knit. 
Her parents had set ways and wanted her to marry into her own culture and religion so 
that she could carry on the old traditions and way of life. She was determined that if 
she ever got married, her children would be brought up with the morals and values 
that were instilled in her as a child. She understood the importance of education and 
its influence on social mobility.” 

“Tt sounds like she was quite a catch,” I concluded. 

“Quite a catch indeed, if you could catch her that is,” said Cassandra. 

“Wearing a green sari, Fareeda was sitting at her dresser beautifying her face 
when suddenly she heard someone knocking at the door. As she opened the door, 
although she was expecting to see Sadar, because of the note she had left on the table 
in the café, nevertheless, she was stunned to see him dressed in a suit, which he had 
borrowed for the day. That was the first time she had seen him looking so smart. 
Sadar had a bouquet of flowers in his hand. As their eyes met, they smiled, and 
admired each other for a moment whilst paying each other compliments. 

‘Oh, these are for you,’ Sadar said as he handed Fareeda the bouquet. 

‘They are beautiful.’ Fareeda was very happy, as no one had ever given her 
flowers. ‘Give me a moment, I’ Il put these in a vase, and then we can go.’ 

Fareeda went into the house thoughtlessly leaving Sadar standing there. A few 
seconds later, she came out and they set off to the movie. There was a beautiful 
musical playing in town, which Fareeda had been dying to see. They arrived just in 
time and took a seat near the back of the hall. Almost all the seats were sold-out that 
evening. Once the movie had started, Sadar slowly moved his hand next to Fareeda’s 
and they held each other’s. 

Appropriately enough, the movie was about two young lovers. When the show 
was over, Sadar walked Fareeda home. They talked a lot about themselves and their 
aspirations in life. By the time they had reached Fareeda’s house, they felt like they 
had known each other for a lifetime. Whilst they both wanted more or less the same 
things out of life, they did not entirely share each other’s views on how to go about 
achieving their goals. It was getting late and they bid each other good night. Neither 
of them could have wished for a better evening. They had thoroughly enjoyed each 
other’s company and listening to each other. They discerned in the way they had 
looked at one another, if in the future, a passion more ardent than friendship should be 
awakened in their hearts no one or nothing on earth would be able to separate them. 

Neither of them could sleep well that night. The following Saturday, Sadar 
picked Fareeda up and they went to ShopRite, a huge shopping centre, which was part 
of a complex, at a place called Triano. As neither of them owned a car they used the 
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bus. Whilst they were walking through the car park, they noticed a twenty-year-old 
woman, who was dressed in a Salwar kameez—a traditional outfit originating in 
Central and South Asia, consisting of a pantaloon and a body shirt, carrying a card in 
her hand. She was going around begging for money to pay for an operation she said 
she had to have otherwise she would soon die. Sadar immediately took out his wallet 
and handed her one hundred rupees. Later, when they were passing through the same 
car park to go home, they saw the same woman get into a BMW and drive away. 
Sadar simply had to laugh.” 

“Finally, Fareeda had decided to stop playing hard-to-get hey?” 

“Fareeda had begun to see beyond Sadar’s outward appearance. She had 
begun to see what a good-natured man Sadar was. She kept wondering if her prince 
charming had finally arrived, whilst Sadar was already dreaming of a lifetime with 
Fareeda. If there was one moment in his life, since he had returned from London, he 
felt truly happy, it was then. For some people, the prospect of earning a decent and 
honest living was almost impossible mostly because they had no qualifications to 
secure better-paid work. They did what they felt they had to do to earn some money. 

As they arrived by the market in the town of Quatre Bornes, standing on the 
pavement there was a man selling audio CDs and DVDs. They stopped to look 
through the offers, but felt that looked like they were counterfeits. The seller was 
canvassing aloud to encourage people to make a purchase from him. Suddenly, he 
looked up and saw a police officer coming; to avoid being arrested he hurriedly 
packed up his boxes and ran away dropping a few CDs along the way. Sadar laughed, 
as what he saw was similar to what he had already witnessed in Oxford Street in 
London.” 

“As we know some practices, good or bad, are worldwide,” I said. 

“True,” Cassandra acquiesced. 4 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Day 16 


love horseracing and I had previously mentioned it to Cassandra. Before 

parting company the previous day, we had discussed going to Champ de 

Mars—the horseracing arena and I was warned, if we go, we need to get 
there by ten o'clock to catch the first race and if we were lucky we might even be able 
to find two seats in the VIP suite. When I heard VIP suite it was enough to fill me with 
excitements and anticipations. 


ROG Dy FY 
Champ de Mars—the horseracing arena, Port Louis 
The VIP suite was located in a strategic position on the first floor of the horseracing 
arena with an open balcony, which allowed a clear view of the horses throughout the 
race, an unobstructed view of the finish line and the paddock. 

Cassandra and I arrived at Champ de Mars at exactly 10am and it was 
already beginning to fill up with people. It was amazing to feel the electrifying 
ambiance of the place. Horse racing in Mauritius was a local happening, and many 
Mauritians were involved. Rumours have it that you can expect as many as 30,000 
visitors on each race day. 

The horseracing season usually starts in April and ends in late November. 
With an average of nine horses per race, (some go to a maximum of 12 horses). On 
average, some 60 horses participate on each racing day. 

No sooner, had we entered the VIP box, we were offered a welcome drink, 
some explanations concerning the horse racing, and the services offered during our 
day at the arena. After the second race, a bet Pick Six was organised and all the 
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guests had the opportunity to win the jackpot. We sat through a total of 8 races, each 
running at intervals of 35 minutes. 

Free food (hot and cold canapés) and drinks (soft, beer, whiskey, wine, rum, 
gin, vodka etc) included in the price were served upon request. 

After the third race a voice on the loudspeaker brought Cassandra and I to 
our feet with an announcement that Dragonfly—the horse we had bet on, had won by 
a nose against the favourite. The payout on it was a hundred to one. 

“T am rich!,” Cassandra was jumping up and down, shouting her head off: I 
had never seen her look so happy. 

Before she got too carried away, I felt I had to correct her. I turned round and 
said, “Cassandra, are you sure you don’t mean we are rich?” 

“Yes, ves, that’s what I meant... shall we go and collect our winnings now?” 

“How about we wait for all of the races to finish?” 

“Okay.” She picked up her whiskey glass and swallowed the whole lot in one 
go, and then using the tail of her scarf wiped her mouth, which I must admit I found a 
little bit embarrassing. 

We hung around until all the races were over and then we made our way to 
the betting office to pick up our winnings. I had bet 500 rupees and we collected 50 
thousand, which I split into two. 

“25 thousand for you and 25 thousand for me,” I said as I gave Cassandra 
her share. Well actually, it was all my money, but I had promised her that if we won I 
would split the money equally between us. 

In-between races Cassandra took the opportunity of telling me a bit more 
about Sadar. 


“When Sadar had first met Fareeda way back in April 2000, he had done 
everything he could to gain her attention and he could see that five years hence his 
efforts appeared to be bearing fruit. From Quatre Bornes the couple wandered off to a 
village called Stanley. As they walked hand in hand in Stanley, they made small talk. 

‘So how have you been getting on at Lin Yang?’ Fareeda asked. 

‘Aced it,’ Sadar retorted quickly and then laughed with glee. ‘I’m going to be 
the best damn server on this island.’ 

‘I should certainly hope so, especially with a master’s degree and all,’ Fareeda 
remarked, smiling at Sadar’s apparent enthusiasm. 


Suddenly they both stopped and looked into each other’s eyes. 
‘I really wish I could get a better job and better money so that..’ 


Fareeda immediately put her forefinger on Sadar’s lips, 

“You will. Just give yourself time. I can see you making millions one day.’ 

“You sound like...oh never mind.’ Sadar did not want to tell Fareeda of his 
meetings and encounters with the Angel. 

‘T sound like what? Like who?’ asked Fareeda. 

‘Forget it.’ 

‘No I won’t forget it! Are you hiding something from me?’ Fareeda asked 
suspiciously. 
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‘No, I’m not,’ Sadar replied categorically. After a pause, he added, ‘it’s just 
that if I tell, you will laugh.’ 

‘Then make me laugh,’ Fareeda said. 

“Well, I want to make you laugh, but I don’t want to make you laugh at me.’ 

‘I promise I won’t,’ Fareeda insisted. 

‘All right, I'll tell you,’ Sadar said. 

Sadar began to tell Fareeda, about what the Angel had said, and how he had 
got him the job at Lin Yang. As expected, Fareeda had difficulty keeping a straight 
face. Sadar, feeling somewhat uneasy, ran his fingers through his hair as if to push it 
back. The Angel, thinking that Sadar was calling for him, responded as he had said he 
would. 

‘She does not believe you, does she Sadar?’ 

‘Who said that?’ Fareeda looked around. 

‘T did. I meant to say you do not believe me.’ 

“You’re doing it again, aren’t you?’ 

‘Doing what?’ Sadar asked. 

‘That ventriloquist thing.’ 

‘It’s just a bit of fun,’ Sadar raised his shoulders with a grin on his face. 

Fareeda was momentarily distracted. 

Addressing the Angel, Sadar whispered, ‘Go away you maniac.’ 

‘Don’t worry, Sadar, she can’t see me.’ 

‘She heard you alright though!.’ 

‘That was a mishap, anyway, she thought it was you doing your ventriloquist 
thing.’ 

‘Go.’ 

Fareeda, thinking that Sadar was addressing her, said, ‘Pardon me?’ 

‘Oh I was just talking to myself.’ 

“You're talking to yourself now are you?’ Fareeda was not amused. ‘Please, 
take me home, will you.’ 

They made their way to the nearest bus stop. Just before getting to it, on a side 
road, they saw a crowd had gathered around a car and went to satisfy their curiosity. 
Lying on the floor was a badly injured driver. The locals had beaten him up for 
driving too fast. He apparently was unwilling to stop to give way to a pedestrian who 
was hurriedly crossing the road even though she did not have the right of way and was 
not using the zebra crossing located only a few feet away. The general attitude of the 
pedestrians was that they owned the road and had priority over other road users. The 
truth is that the driver was only going fifteen kilometres an hour and he did try to stop 
but could not because everything happened so fast. The savage crowd had totally 
ignored that fact. Sadly, some islanders were still behaving as if they were living in 
the dark ages. 

By the time Sadar and Fareeda got home, they were on talking terms and 
Fareeda thanked Sadar for the day out.” 

“Just a lover’s quarrel, was it?” 

“Something like that...” Cassandra replied. 

Continuing with her story Cassandra said, “Although Sadar had spent most of 
his life in Mauritius, he had never seen many of the beautiful tourist attractions. Two 
places of interest he wanted to visit were Le Souffleur and Chamarel. Believing that 
this would be a nice day out, he booked two seats on a coach tour, one for himself, 
and one for his beloved Fareeda. On the day of the tour, the weather was beautiful and 
once everyone had taken his or her seats on the bus, it set off on its journey. The tour- 
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guide was a charming young woman with a beautiful Indian accent. Her voice was 
blaring on the loudspeaker as she welcomed everyone onboard. Sadar and Fareeda 
were delighted to be visiting this part of the island. Each time the coach passed a place 
of interest, the guide made a point of commenting on it, especially for the benefit of 
the many tourists on the coach. 

Their first stop was Le Souffleur located in the south of the island. Once they 
had arrived there, the guide advised them to get down and leave their hand luggage in 
the coach. Some of the people could not wait and began elbowing their way off the 
coach. Sadar and Fareeda joined the group moving forward. As they walked around 
some trees and in-between huge rocks, treading on uneven footpaths, Fareeda clung 
tightly to Sadar’s left arm on the pretext she was frightened of falling down, but it was 
less for safety and more for her enjoyment of the closeness. They continued alongside 
each other, under the watchful eyes of onlookers, until they had reached near the cliff 
where the ground was reasonably flat before she let go of Sadar’s arm. The sea was 
rough. 

As they feasted their eyes on the wild big waves breaking on the lava rocks on 
the side of a cliff they observed the most amazing and spectacular scene. Each time 
the waves crashed against the cliff it spouted a geyser-like fountain of water, which 
rose to great heights, creating the shape of a beautiful cauliflower as the water started 
to fall down. Some people wrongly believe that it was this unique cauliflower shape 
which gave the place its name Le Souffleur. For it to be true, they would most likely 


“Le Souffleur, that is French for cauliflower, isn’t it?” 

“Yeah...! On another part of the cliff nearby, stood a bridge, which was 
formed when the roof collapsed on another naturally formed grotto. The waves 
underneath the bridge looked just as vicious as they crashed against the rocks. A few 
feet away from the bridge, there was a small rocky island. The coach guide pointed 
out that a long time ago two lovers threw themselves off the bridge. The man 
somehow managed to survive the fall, but the woman was never found, presumed 
drowned. Ever since, there had been reports that on many occasions the woman has 
been sighted sitting on the small island of rocks, crying for her lover.” 

“How spooky is that!” I exclaimed. 

“Their next stop was Chamarel, a place that most tourists to the island like to 
see because of its unique seven-coloured earths—a natural phenomenon. The colours 
evolved through conversion of basaltic lava to clay minerals. Overlooking a vast 
portion of uneven land covered with seven distinct colours of earth (red, brown, 
violet, green, blue, purple, and yellow) was a small kiosk fitted with a circular 
wooden bench. Sitting next to each other, Sadar and Fareeda admired the area. A site 
they were seeing for the first time. As their eyes roved around, they took in the natural 
beauty of this marvellous place. 

Fareeda turned to Sadar and said, ‘This place is really beautiful.’ 

‘Only on Mauritius would you find such natural beauty,’ Sadar commented 
and Fareeda nodded. 

After they had eaten their lunch, it was time to join the group and head back 
home. At least, that is what they thought! Unbeknownst to them, the tour organiser 
had arranged a little surprise for everyone. The coach took a detour to Riviere des 
Galets Beach located between Souillac and Bel Ombre. The beach was easily 
accessible as the coach drove on the coast road heading east from a village called 
Souillac. Riviere des Galets Beach was a great place to enjoy a great view of the sea 
and the big waves crashing on the shore. Amazingly, the setting of the beach was 
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unusual in contrast with most beaches on the island. One could hardly see the sand. 
What was clearly visible were the polished pebbles (galets). Like other members of 
the group, Sadar and Fareeda sat on the pebbles smelling the sea, feeling the sea 
breeze and admiring the beautiful view of the south mountain range. Every one felt 
like they were in true paradise. They found it a unique experience watching the frothy 
waves splashing against the pebbles causing them to rub gently and harmoniously 
against each other. Then in perfect motion, the seawater ebbed away until it was 
caught by other waves, pushing the water back towards the pebbles.” 

“T’ve heard that this movement of the pebbles has taken place tirelessly for 
many years...? I said. 

“Quite right, giving rise to perfectly polished stones, making this area very 
special. The guide said... ‘Sadly, over the years, visitors to the beach had robbed the 
sea of several of its precious galets to decorate their gardens.’ 

“If nature intended those stones to be in people’s gardens then that is where 
they would be, surely!” I commented. 

“Minutes later, another coach arrived carrying several islanders. A number of 
them, who had previously removed some of the galets and taken them home, had 
made the trip specially to return the pebbles to their natural habitat in order to 
preserve this coastal region from being depleted of its polished stones (galets). 
Collectively, they took the stones out of their bags and placed them gently with the 
others on the beach. By so doing, they hoped that others would follow their example. 
Then after rallying together barefooted in a circle in the seawater, they meditated on 
the forces and beauty of nature. Then one by one, they took a handful of water from 
the sea and poured it into the cupped-hands of each of the participants with this 
message: Go and share the force of nature, which I am giving to you. Sadar tossed a 
wary glance at the darkening sky above him, took off his jacket, and wrapped it 
around Fareeda as a cold wind pushed them away from the shore. They walked back 
onto the coach. 

As they sat down, shifting his gaze onto Fareeda, Sadar thought how lucky he 
was to have sitting next to him the woman of his dreams. Instead of wearing her usual 
sari, Fareeda had on some jeans that looked faded and comfortable along with a dark 
blue buttoned-down shirt and a pair of tennis shoes. It was quite an unusual outfit for 
her to wear, almost as if she was trying to drop down a peg or two, to try to match 
Sadar’s dressing style. She let her gaze lock onto his and they smiled sweetly at each 
other—” 2 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Day 17 


fter our windfall at the horse races the previous day,, both Cassandra 
M and I felt rich. What better way to celebrate our success, than a day at 

Bagatelle Mall—a leading shopping and retail destination on the island. 
Its dominant presence and comprehensive retail and leisure options attracted diverse 
shoppers from all over the island. It merged the world’s most desirable brands, 
shopping convenience, entertainment, and everyday leisure, all in one majestic 
setting. It also hosted the widest selection of speciality stores on the island—all of the 
130 shops—offering the most compelling lifestyle shopping experience. 


Bagatelle Mall, Moka 


However, what we went there for was to sample the mouthwatering food in the 
spacious Food Court whilst I continued to listen to Cassandra’s tale about Sadar and 
Fareeda. 

After we had placed our orders, Cassandra picked up on her story from where 
she had left off. 


“Over the next twelve months,” Cassandra said, “Sadar and Fareeda spent a 
lot of time together. The entire period was blessed with the kind of weather that made 
everyone slow down, even in Port Louis, the city where everyone rushed around and 
no one had time for no one. Their favourite courting place was Pamplemousses 
garden, because it had special memories for them and was where couples strolled, 
spent their lunch hours stretched out on the grass and people smiled. On a few 
evenings, friends and relatives had invited them for a drink and snacks. They looked 
perfect together and well-wishers would tell them so. Sadar showered Fareeda with 
flowers and indulged her most of the time, no matter how much overtime he had to 
do. His intention was to make life interesting and easy for her—it was one of the 
myriad of things that she loved about him. After having spent so much time with 
Fareeda, he wanted to take their relationship to the next level. 

He then suddenly realised that his job at the café, even with overtime, was not 
secure and certainly not good enough to support a wife and possibly a family. He 
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realised he would need a bigger place to live in, as the one bedroom flat he was 
renting was so tiny and having to share a kitchen and bathroom with the other 
flatmates was not going to be suitable, let alone adequate. In addition, if they should 
have children, which they both wanted, there needed to be money to buy them clothes. 
As the children grew, they would need to go to school. He did not need to be a 
genius to work out that the few rupees he was earning at the café were not going to be 
enough. How can I dream of married life? He scolded himself. Suddenly he felt his 
happiness begin to evaporate. He wished that he was back in London, where he had a 
decent place to live and was guaranteed a decent job. He had only come back to 
Mauritius because he wanted to live and raise a family in his homeland where he felt 
he belonged. Despite all the hopes he had harboured since his arrival from London, 
and the University degree he had earned, he was far from being able to live a 
comfortable life. He felt that he was in a worse position than ever before.” 


“Tf he had a better life in England, why didn’t he take her there?” I asked. 

“The thought of going back to England and taking Fareeda with him had 
crossed his mind several times,” Cassandra explained, “but he guessed that she would 
not want to leave her father and the latter would not want to move to a foreign country 
at his age especially with his condition. Fareeda was very conscious that Sadar did not 
have a secure job. 

After having been with Sadar for slightly over a year, she spent her entire 
Sunday evening of October 2006 sitting quietly in her room looking troubled and sad. 
She was deep in thought, and she had doubts as to whether it was wise of her to build 
castles in the sky and allow her feelings for Sadar and her relationship with him to 
grow further. The death of Fareeda’s mother had deeply affected her. If there was one 
time in her life when she needed her more, it was now. She felt a hunger in her soul to 
have a frank talk with her mother in a way she could not talk to her father, or any 
other person. She wondered what her mother would have advised her. Everyone knew 
what a good and caring mother and wife Naginie Khan was, until she died.” 

“What did Fareeda’s mother die of, do you know?” 

“Her health had always been frail, and at forty-two, she had cancer. The 
cancer started in her uterus, and after a hysterectomy, which went wrong, she 
developed kidney failure, and very soon after, she died. Fareeda took care of her 
mother single-handedly. As she lay on her bed, Fareeda closed her eyes and took 
herself right back to the day when her mother’s body was lying on the canopy looking 
so peaceful... ‘Oh mother,’ Fareeda said, ‘why did you leave me?’ She could not stop 
the tears flooding her eyes. 

She was old enough to realise that she had to handle her life in the best way 
she could, and she had to do so without neglecting her father. When she eventually 
came out of her room to assist her father with getting ready for bed, he noticed the 
gloomy expression on her face. 

“What is the matter my daughter? What is bothering you?’ 

‘Nothing father, nothing,’ she replied turning her head away to hide a tear she 
felt was crawling down her cheek. 

‘It’s Sadar, isn’t it?’ Suddesh asked his daughter. 

Fareeda could not lie. She nodded. 

‘Father, tell me, can a man alone raise a family?’ 

‘If he earns enough, of course he can.’ 

‘But what if he does not earn a lot?’ 
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‘If both of you work together, like your mother and I did, then you certainly 
can.’ 

“You really think so father?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Suddesh nodding his head. ‘I have only spent a few hours with 
Sadar and I can see he likes you and he would make a good husband.’” 

“After hearing Suddesh’s response, Fareeda should have felt reassured. Was 
she?” I asked. 

“Although her father gave the answers she wanted to hear, she somehow 
wished he had discouraged her from pursuing a romantic relationship with Sadar. This 
would have made things easier for her because deep inside her, lived a kind of fear, 
which she could not understand, which she could not dislodged. Fareeda approached 
the window to look at the sky, hoping to see a message telling her the best course of 
action. 


All she could see were many clouds moving about slowly and aimlessly 
amongst the stars. She could see a half moon carrying a child in the foetal position 
shining its light as it slowly moved along. Suddenly there was a loud noise. The rain 
started to fall heavily. Flashes of lightning lit up the sky. Fareeda’s heart was full of 
apprehension. Her mind was warning her that the path ahead was not going to be easy, 
but her heart was pulling her in the opposite direction. What should I do, oh Lord? 
She cried out. She wished she had a crystal ball so that she could see what the future 
held— 2 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Day 18 


Mauritius and as a link between African and Asian markets was 15 km 

(nine miles) south of the capital, Port Louis. Tower one—a 12-storey, 72- 
metre-tall commercial building with blue glass and grey stone had been awarded the 
Intelligent Building of the Year by the Intelligent Community Forum (ICF), USA in 
2005. 


E bene Cybercity, promoted as a new information technology hub for 
a 


Ebene Cybercity, Quatre Bornes, Mauritius, 


The reinforced concrete tower one was a fully air-conditioned building with a surface 
area of 42,275 square metres and was part of a plan by the Government of Mauritius 
to develop information and communications technologies as a fifth pillar of the 
nation’s economy. 

Tucked away inside the complex was a small restaurant. Cassandra and I 
picked it as our rendez-vous spot, primarily because it sold authentic Mauritian 
dishes. 


Continuing with her story Cassandra said, “That night Fareeda took a long 
time falling asleep. When she got up the next morning, after the heavy rain during the 
night, she noticed that the ground outside was still wet and there were pockets of 
water on the road. There was hardly anyone outside. The few who needed to be out 
were treading carefully to avoid the multiple holes filled with rainwater. Fareeda 
busied herself setting the table for breakfast. She dropped four slices of bread in the 
toaster, switched on the kettle, and glanced at the scrambled eggs she was preparing, 
which was simmering in a saucepan on slow heat. It had been with great difficulty 
that she’d managed to drag herself out of bed that day and had gone straight into the 
shower hoping this would loosen her up a little. She had put on a beautiful white 
cotton dress and with her hair knotted in a smooth bun, she looked radiant. 

After having wheeled her father to the table and served breakfast for the two 
of them, they sat quietly and ate. For a moment, she wished it was Sadar sitting there 
opposite her. Once breakfast was over, Fareeda went to place the glasses and plates 
into the sink. There was a lump in her throat as she was trying not to cry. It had been 
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an awful night for her. She wished she could disappear into thin air, but she knew she 
could not and would not want to leave her father alone. Things can only get better, she 
hoped. 

She was staring unhappily at the dirty plates she had rested in the sink when 
she noticed her father had wheeled himself beside her, something he had never done 
before... 

“Want some help?’ Suddesh asked. 

‘I’m fine,’ she said softly. 

“You go in the lounge and read the morning paper, Dad.’ 

‘Why don’t you leave the dishes for now and come and sit with me. You 
haven’t said a word to me since you got up.’ 

Fareeda nodded. 

‘It won’t take me long, you go in the lounge, and I will join you as soon as I 
finish.’ 

Suddesh disappeared into the lounge, and it was three hours later when 
Fareeda had finished. She had put away all the food, and the kitchen was impeccably 
neat and clean. The dishes were drying in the tray on the kitchen top and the lounge 
looked tidy and spotless. She was well organised and she had bustled through the 
house doing the beds, straightening furniture and pictures. It was her way of keeping 
her mind off everything that was worrying her. 

When she finally sat down, she noticed that her father had nodded off. She 
gently removed the newspaper from his lap, wheeled him into his room, and eased 
him onto his bed. Once she had tucked him safely in to his bed, she closed the door 
behind her before going into her own room. When Fareeda entered her bedroom, she 
lay on her bed with all her clothes on. Her hair felt rough, her mouth felt dry and her 
eyes felt heavy. She wished she could sleep, but that was not going to happen. She lay 
there feeling miserable, unable to stop two little drops of tears streaming from her 
eyes down the side of her face and neck. She never thought that love could be so 
painful. She was so unsettled she could not lie down. 

Giving up, she rose and began walking around her room, her bare feet 
soundless on the wooden floors. She paused to look at framed photos hanging on the 
walls. She ran her fingertips around the frame encasing a photo of Sadar. She moved 
closer to her bedroom window and stared at the dark night beyond the glass. 
Everything appeared still and the only sound she could hear was her own breathing. 
She finally stopped her pacing and threw herself backwards onto her bed, grabbed her 
teddy bear, that had often provided her comfort, and held it tightly against her chest. 
Taking a breath, she let the air slide from her lungs and stared at the window. Her own 
reflection wavered in the glass pane. 

Conjured from the racing thoughts in her mind she could see a dark shadow. 
Sadar emerged from it and stood right behind her. His reflection merged with hers. He 
asked quietly, “why are you lying here in the dark?’ Her gazed locked on the man in 
the glass pane. She could feel him behind her, and yet, the wavering figure in front of 
her had all her attention. 

‘Did I disturb you?’ 

She shook her head. 

‘No. I couldn’t sleep.’ 

‘Neither could I.’ 

She wondered why. Was he feeling what she was? Was he going through the 
same agonising pain she was experiencing? When he closed his eyes, did he see her? 
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Did he feel that kiss they had shared in the cinema? That brief moment of closeness 
between them. 

‘I wonder whatever it is you are wondering,’ Sadar said. 

He came through the glass pane, held out one hand to her, and when she took 
it, pulled her to her feet. He ran his forefinger around her lips. They were burning like 
fire. Fareeda looked up into his eyes and watched as they darkened, filled with the 
same need that she knew glittered in her own. 

‘T have been thinking...’ 

“Me, too.’ 


She could not believe she had just admitted her inner thoughts to him. 
However, it was not exactly a secret because each time they had kissed, they had set 
off so many explosions, which had left her rattled for hours after. 

“You should know,’ Sadar looked at her, hunger shining in his eyes, “I am just 
as scared as you are.’ 

It was reassuring for Fareeda to hear him say that. Now she knew she was not 
alone. Time seemed to have stood still. Her mind was filtering through so many 
thoughts and visions when she suddenly she heard her father calling and she snapped 
out of her daydream. The duties of nursing her father had become a source of badly 
needed distraction to Fareeda, whose mind was otherwise preoccupied with Sadar 
who had so suddenly captured her total attention.” 

“The lady was in love!” I concluded aloud. 

“She had the love-bug all right,” Cassandra agreed. 2 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Day 19 


Y he Casela World of Adventures Park is a real animal’s sanctuary and a 
leisure park offering a variety of activities. The park—located besides the 
Rempart Mountain on the South-West of Mauritius, offered magnificent 
views of the countryside rolling down the west coast of the island. 


Casela World of Adventures Park, Cascavelle, Mauritius 


My visit there with Cassandra, included a walk through the bird aviary with the 
opportunity to interact with various colourful bird species from around the world. A 
face-to-face experience with zebras, ostriches, deer, African antelopes, white 
rhinoceros, impalas and kudus during a safari tour on-board one of the safari 
vehicles and being a big cat lover it was a joy to have a close view of the lions, 
caracal, and tigers, which for me was a dream come true! 

There was also a chance to come face to face with majestic animals like 
giraffes and camels and to take a thrilling fun ride on the first toboggan, which we 
decided to give a miss. 

At the end of our half-day tour, we went to sit in the restaurant. Over a meal 
and a drink, Cassandra continued with her story about Sadar. 


“Over the hill in the village of Pointe Aux Sables, not far away from where 
Fareeda lived, there was smoke coming out from one of the terrace houses polluting 
the sky. Sadar was walking towards it. He arrived in time and with the help of his 
flatmates he managed to put the fire out which had started as a result of him leaving a 
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hot iron pressing against a pair of trousers which he was ironing and he had carelessly 
left the iron there to go and buy a loaf of bread. The trousers belonged to a suit, which 
Sadar had hired a couple of days before and he was getting it ready to return to the 
shop where he had borrowed it. 
Later, when he returned the suit with the burnt trousers to the shop in Rue 
Saint Jean, Port Louis, the manager was not happy and he wanted Sadar to pay for a 
replacement. However, Sadar did not have enough money to pay for the damaged 
goods, and he came to an arrangement with the manager of the shop. Sadar agreed to 
make a few deliveries for him and he got his first assignment that very day. It was one 
o’clock in the afternoon of October 19, 2006 when he set off on foot towards the 
house of his first customer. He knew exactly where to go as he passed near the house 
every day to go to work. It was a large, beautifully maintained building with several 
entrances, and could have been an embassy, or an important home of some kind, 
which had been recently remodelled, and was in pristine condition. A glossy gold 
plaque over the front door said Kali. 
As he reached the door, Sadar knocked on it gently and when he found no one 
came to open it he knocked again, this time a little harder. To his surprise, the door 
flung ajar. Hesitantly he called out as he stepped inside and saw a huge reception 
room extravagantly furnished, but there was no one inside. He backtracked, knocked 
the door a few times, and finally decided to go in and sit on one of several white 
leather settees with a footstool. He stretched himself out with his hands tucked behind 
his head, as if he was at home, and admired the décor. He had never been inside a 
house so lavishly and tastefully equipped. 
After spotting a pack of cards on the coffee table, he sat up, picked up the 
pack, and started to play a game. Seconds later, he heard a door open and close. There 
was no other sound, and no footsteps on the carpet. Out of nowhere, a young slim 
woman in her thirties dressed in a black sultry satin garment appeared carrying a 
hairbrush in her right hand. She was Ms Kali, the daughter of a rich sugar plantation 
owner who moved in high society, but unknown to her, masquerading inside her body 
was one of Lucifer’s trusted fallen angels. 
As soon as Sadar saw her, he jumped up on to his feet. 
“Who are you?’ Kali asked, looking suspiciously at Sadar. 
‘I... I’m... err...” Sadar stammered as he bowed to greet Kali. ‘I was told to 
bring this parcel to you, ma’am.’ 
Sadar immediately picked up the parcel from the sofa where he had placed it 
and extended his arms to give it to Kali, but the latter immediately signalled to him to 
put it back on the sofa. 
“Thank you,’ she said. ‘How did you get in here?’ 
‘Err... I knocked and the door slid open, it really did.’ 
‘Do you always enter people’s houses without being invited in?’ 
‘No, miss... err... ma’am. I am really sorry.’ 
Before Kali had entered the room, she had been watching Sadar behind the curtain 
and had seen him playing with the pack of cards. After shuffling the pack, Sadar had 
dealt two hands. He had picked up the first hand, looked at them and without turning 
them over he had placed them back down on the table. As he was about to pick up the 
second hand Kali had walked into the room. Kali picked up the second set of cards 
and when she saw it was three kings, she laid them on the coffee table, with a huge 
defiant smile on her face feeling sure she had the better hand. 

‘Let me see your cards,’ Kali ordered. When a grinning Sadar revealed he had 
three Aces, Kali was amazed. Needless to say Sadar was of course a card trickster.’” 
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“What a crafty little beggar he was, but a nice one!” I butted in. 


“Quite a lovable kind of guy... but another way of looking at it is that he 
definitely knew how to use my fingers.” 

“True. I must admit I envy Sadar’s special skill.” 

“T thought you might,” Cassandra responded with a cheeky smile. 

“Anyway, raising her voice slightly Kali ordered Sadar to deal again. “This 
time I want you to deal five cards,’ she said. 

Sadar dealt two hands again—one for Kali and one for him. Kali picked up her 
cards, looked at them and when she saw a full house i.e. three Aces and a pair of 
Jacks, she was sure she had the better hand. She confidently placed her cards on the 
table and ordered Sadar to reveal his hand. 

As she saw Sadar’s four kings, she was stunned. Raising her eyebrows, she 
asked curiously, ‘Can you do this all the time?’ 

Sadar nodded, ‘Yes,’ with a broad smile on his face. 

‘Sit down,’ Kali ordered as she noticed Sadar trying to stand up. 

She went into another room and came out almost immediately. She handed 
Sadar fifty rupees. 

‘This is for bringing the parcel to me. Now, tell me Sadar, have you got any 
other tricks?’ 

‘Other tricks?’ Sadar thought for a moment then said, ‘Naaa... but I can play 
snooker.’ 

‘Snooker?’ Kali echoed. ‘What is your highest break so far?’ 

‘I did manage 147 once.’ 

‘That is impressive. Follow me.’ 

Kali took Sadar into another room. Sadar was amused when he saw a huge 
snooker table. 

‘Let’s play a game,’ Kali said. 

‘Now?’ Sadar asked. 

“Yes. Are you in a hurry?’ 

‘Unfortunately I’ve got to report back to work.’ 

‘Ah ha! How would you like to come and work for me?’ 

‘That’s very nice of you ma’am, but I’ve got a nice job already. I work in a 
small café and it’s not a bad place.’ 

‘But with me, you’ll have lots and lots of money.’ 

‘Oh! What would I have to do?’ Sadar asked in a trembling voice. 

Kali threw Sadar a pack containing 10,000 rupees in one hundred billed notes. 
‘Here take this.’ Sadar held the notes with both hands and looked at them... ‘Oh, I 
must go now.” As Sadar was turning round to go, he saw Kali move to the telephone. 
The moment she picked up the receiver, Sadar interrupted her, ‘Please do not call the 
police on me. I’m not a card-shark or a crook... Here I don’t need this money.’ 

He immediately put the money down on a side cabinet. Kali frowned. When 
she realised that Sadar thought she was calling the police on him and seeing how 
frightened he was, she looked at him for a moment, quickly replaced the phone on its 
cradle, and then said, ‘Police?’ she repeated raising her eyebrows, oh yes I’ll tell them 
about you if you do not obey me.’” 

“What a clever bitch,” I commented. 

“A petrified Sadar asked, ‘Urm..., what would you like me to do, ma’am?’ 

Kali continued to assert herself. 
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‘To start with, pick up the money and buy yourself a complete outfit. You will 
return to me tomorrow evening and you will see how to make lots of money.’ 

‘Err... Yes ma’am... whatever you say ma’am.’ Sadar took the money, 
excused himself, and left. 

The moment Sadar had left; Kali lifted the phone and called Dewan 
Shavandar. 

‘Reserve a place at the game table for one more guest tomorrow.’ 

“Who are you bringing Kali?’ Shavandar asked. 

‘Someone.’ 

“Where did you find that someone?’ 

‘Never you mind, just be prepared to lose a lot of money tomorrow.’ 

Shavandar laughed. 

‘I’m always ready to lose money to you, Kali. Have you forgotten already how 
your father wanted to win my money and ended losing all of his to me?’ 

‘This time it is going to be different, you'll see,’ Kali warned sounding 
certain.” 

“Oh I can’t wait. Did she win?” I was impatiently curious. 

“You'll have to wait to find out my dear.” 

“Damn! Okay, until tomorrow then.” 2 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 


Day 20 


The sun was beating down and there was a gentle breeze amongst the majestic 
palm trees. I was walking barefoot along the silver sands gazing at the azure sea as I 
sipped from a freshly picked jelly coconut. Here I was experiencing the heavenly part 
of Dodoland, just like Mark Twain had described it more than a century ago. 

I was determined to treat my soothsayer friend Cassandra to the luxurious 
side of Mauritius or should I say the paradise side. With that in mind I had booked 
her two days and one night at the LUX Belle Mare resort, nestled by the sea on the 
eastern side of the island, where I was staying. 
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LUX Belle Mare resort 


As soon as she arrived she was gobsmacked. Although she has lived in 
Dodoland all her life, she had never seen the heavenly side of this paradise island we 
call Mauritius. 

Once she had been shown to her room and had had a chance to refresh 
herself, we went straight to the hotel’s herb garden. There, two chefs took less than 15 
minutes to whip up a super-tasty smoked marlin and palm heart salad plus a prawn 
curry. 

After a satisfying lunch, we lay down on our deckchairs by the pool and let 
our food digest. A while later, I suggested that we moved to the spa for a massage. 
Twenty minutes later we were left wonderfully refreshed and smelling of fragrant oils. 

That evening, we opted for the hotel’s Asian tapas restaurant for dinner. No 
fewer than 10 dishes were served, including seared scallops with sweet spices, 
chicken teriyaki, a sashimi platter and pan-friend fish cheek (far more tasty than it 
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sounds). For dessert, the hotel had a beachside vintage ice-cream parlour. Of all the 
flavours on offer, pineapple and chilli sorbet won hands down. 

Impressed with a day living like a celebrity, Cassandra and I went to relax in 
the hotel lounge sipping cocktails whilst soft music played in the background. 
Cassandra proceeded to tell me a bit more about Sadar’s story. 


“After Shavandar had received Kali’s phone call he could not wait to meet the 
mystery guest. Shavandar was always organising parties at his palace and all his 
guests were distinguished people ranging from high-class individuals to bank 
managers and other highly paid professionals. Every Saturday, in the backroom of his 
palace, several of his guests would indulge in a game of poker whilst others would be 
serenading the women on the dancing floor. Kali herself was an accomplished singer 
and dancer who enjoyed the company of rich and influential men and was known to 
have had several lovers. She was an arch-rival of Shavandar. They were always 
competing against each other. Kali’s father had lost lots of money playing poker with 
Shavandar but this time, with the help of Sadar, Kali felt sure she would win and win 
big! 

The following day, was the eve of the festival of lights, also referred to as 
Diwali. It is an ancient Hindu festival celebrated in Autumn every year, and is the 
biggest and the brightest festival for the Indians. The festival spiritually signified the 
victory of light over darkness. As per custom, the previous night Fareeda had cleaned, 
renovated and decorated her home in preparation for the big day. She had bought a 
new outfit, placed lamps and candles inside and outside her home, and participated in 
prayers to Lakshimi — the goddess of wealth and prosperity. Fareeda had expected 
Sadar to come to her house and participate in the preparation and celebration of the 
festival. When he did not show up, she was quite disappointed. Her father could see 
how sad and restless his daughter was and he did his best to reassure her. 

‘Don’t misjudge him too quickly,’ Suddesh advised his daughter. ‘I’m sure 
there is a good explanation for it, something has probably held him up.’ 

‘I’m sure you are right father,’ she replied softly. Fareeda did her best to hide 
her fears.” 

“Was Sadar being lured into a world of deceit by Kali,” I wondered 

“When Sadar had woken up on that day October 20, 2006, he had felt a knot in 
his stomach. He had spent all day shopping for clothes. When he got back home, he 
had a shave, trimmed his moustache followed by a shower. He put some mousse in his 
hair and blow-dried it before brushing it back neatly. As he did so, The Angel 
appeared. 

‘What can I do for you Sadar?’ 

‘Oh it’s you again.’ 

“You called for me.’ 

‘I didn’t,’ Sadar insisted. 

‘lll go then. By the way beware of Kali.’ 

‘Don’t worry I will.” 
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Sadar dismissed The Angel’s warning. After finishing dressing himself, he left 
his flat. The weather was dry. He had thought of taking a cab, but with the congestion 
in town, he knew the bus was faster. He arrived at Kali’s place at exactly 6.00 P.M. 
He knocked the door and this time he waited until he was invited in. When Kali 
opened the door, she was taken aback by how different Sadar looked. He smiled 
warmly at Kali. 

‘Come in and let me look at you’. Are my eyes deceiving me? She questioned 
herself. Sadar looked smashing in his blue-checked suit, thin moustache, and Fedora 
hat. 

‘Wow, I can’t believe it’s you,’ Kali admitted, with her lips slightly apart. 

After giving Sadar a look-over, she leaned forward and much to Sadar’s 
surprise, she gave him a hug. ‘As of tonight,’ Kali said, ‘you, my man, are going to be 
known as Prince Ajeebe and you are going to act like one.’ 

‘Me a prince! no, no, no,’ Sadar shook his head. ‘I am Sadar and I work in a 
café.’ 

Sadar tried to assert his identity and status in life. 

‘Relax. I’m giving you a new life. A new identity,’ Kali explained. ‘You will 
no longer be this clown who works in a café and calls himself Sadar.’ 

Sadar fell back onto a sofa, his eyes set on Kali, and he was speechless.” 

“From a clown to a prince, what a change!” I muttered. 

“What a change, in deed,” Cassandra agreed. 

“Kali said to Sadar, ‘as a prince, you will be respected wherever you go. 
People will bow to you and open doors for you. Rich and influential people will want 
to have you as their friend... Yes, yes, there is a dream world out there waiting for 
you - a world of wealth. A world where only the rich and famous live and you will be 
one of them. I, Kali , will open doors for you and you will never have to look back at 
the miserable impoverished life you have been living.’ 

“Wow! May I know where you are taking me?’ Sadar asked, quietly excited. 

“You are escorting me to a party.’ 

‘Oh, am I? That’s nice. Err... may I know what kind of party?’ 

‘It is a special kind of party. It is a party where there will be many games and 
the guests are filthy rich. Some of them are government ministers. You will 
accompany me there for a social evening and I will be introducing you as Prince 
Ajeebe, and you, of course, will need to behave as one. During your time there, you 
will have the opportunity to put your card skills in action and leave everything else to 
me.’ 

‘I see.’ Sadar was lost for words. 

Sadar had never been to a high society gathering in his life. Since his return to 
Mauritius, his life had been plagued with misery and he had had to make do with very 
little. Now suddenly, Kali was promising him the high life and lots of money.’” 

“One moment,” I interrupted Cassandra. “It all sounds too good to be true if 
you ask me... My father used to tell me, “if it sounds too good to be true, it probably 
is. 

“Well life can be cruel at times and at other times it can have lots of 
surprises,” Cassandra said. “Sadar though did not believe something good was 
happening to him. He looked at the door, and his gut instinct was telling him to get 
out of there. He tried to make a move towards it when Kali reappeared. 

‘Stay where you are,’ Kali pointed her forefinger authoritatively at him. ‘I will 
only be a moment.’ 
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Kali disappeared into her bedroom, changed into a beautiful evening dress and 
as she sat in front of her dressing-mirror doing her face and hair she only had one 
thing on her mind: to use Sadar and exact revenge on Shavandar. It was an 
opportunity she had been waiting for a long time. Once she had completed her make- 
up, she came out. 

‘Let’s go,’ she said. 

She looked ravishing, in her purple dress with gold embroidery and a glittering 
scarf wrapped loosely around her neck. Over the top, she wore a white fleecy 
sheepskin coat, which matched well with her fiery piercing intoxicating red eyes. As 
Sadar looked at her mesmerizing eyes, he felt his heart pounding hard against his 
chest. His breathing became haphazard and the mesmerizing view completely took 
over his body rendering him completely powerless and totally under Kali’s control. 
For a moment, Sadar’s senses were blocked and he couldn’t move a muscle nor hear 
anything. 

‘Let’s go,’ Kali repeated—” « 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


Day 21 


what it was. 
One prediction she never made was my determination to make her 
taste the good life, be it for two days. 
The next morning, as we were lying on our deckchairs soaking in the sun, I 
turned to her and said, “You know this Kali does not appear to be a nice person to 


a” 


me. 


T here was something quite sympathetic about Cassandra and I was not sure 


Cassandra looked at me, took a sip at her cocktail, and then replied, “Those 
who knew Kali were aware that she was not someone to be trusted. She was an expert 
in manipulating people to achieve her own ends. She was capable of being extra nice 
whenever she needed to be and she could also be a poisonous snake ready to spit her 
venom on anyone who dared rub her the wrong way. Several years ago her first 
husband cheated on her and days later his body was found floating in the water at 
Grand Bay, a seaside resort. The official cause of death was suicide by drowning. Her 
second husband died of food poisoning and although the police had charged her with 
homicide, when the case eventually went to court, a smart lawyer got her off the hook. 
There were rumours that she was a woman of easy virtue. Sadar had fallen under her 
spell. 

Dewan Shavandar’s palace was not too far away from where she lived. All 
Sadar and her needed to do were to negotiate a few blocks of houses and minutes 
later, they were there. Whenever, Shavandar was entertaining guests, two police 
officers always guarded the entrance to his palace. When they arrived, most of the 
guests were already there whilst a few were still drifting in. 
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‘Good evening Ms Kali,’ the door attendant greeted Kali and took her 
sheepskin coat away and then, turning to Sadar, “Good evening, sir.’ 

‘This is Prince Ajeebe,’ Kali swiftly told the door attendant. 

The door attendant immediately bowed his head to Sadar. Sadar’s eyes were 
roving all over the place. He was fascinated by the luxurious décor and those present. 
This was the first time he had been inside this palace. The last time he knew of its 
existence was when Shakila had pointed it out to him whilst they had come out of the 
subway together. The guests were milling around and a few came towards him. 

‘Hello,’ a couple greeted Kali, ‘and who is this handsome young man?’ they 
asked curiously... 

‘May I present Prince Ajeebe,’ Kali answered. 

‘A prince!’ they repeated aloud looking delightfully surprised. ‘And where did 
you find this handsome prince?’ 

‘Never you mind,’ Kali quickly dismissed their question. 


As Sadar and Kali entered the reception hall, Dewan Shavandar appeared 
dressed in a white robe with a cigar perching in the corner of his mouth. 

‘So you are here at last,’ Shavandar remarked, looking at Kali. Then turning to 
Sadar, he said, ‘and you are...’ 

Before Sadar could answer, Kali quickly interjected, 

‘He is Prince Ajeebe.’ 

‘Prince Ajeebe.’ 

Shavandar repeated straightening his moustache unsure whether or not to 
believe it, because he had a feeling he had seen his face before. 

‘Haven’t we met on the road somewhere?’ Shavandar boldly asked looking 
suspiciously at Sadar. 

‘Oh, yes, I meet lots of people on the road,’ Sadar replied flippantly with a 
sarcastic smile on his face. Shavandar grinned and decided not to pursue that line of 
questioning. 

Instead, he turned and beckoned the waiter. 

‘Waiter,’ he said, ‘drinks for my two distinguish guests please. 

‘Certainly, sir,’ the waiter replied.” 

“Not questioning Sadar further seems to me to be a good strategy,” I thought. 
I got the sense he knew Ajeebe was a fake. I removed the cap off my bottle of water 
and took a sip. ‘Nice,’ I said, ‘I really needed that.’ 

“There was music playing in the background and some people were on the 
dance floor,” Cassandra said. “A young woman crossed the floor and invited Sadar to 
dance. The latter loved dancing and he was more than happy to oblige, as this was a 
perfect way to get him away from Shavandar. Kali watched Sadar waltzing...” 

“Was he a good dancer?” I asked. 

“Oh he was. Kali certainly thought so,” Cassandra replied and added, “Kali 
wasted no time in cutting in and they waltzed together for a while then they both 
disappeared into the backroom where the real action was. Sitting around a table 
covered with green velour cloth there were several men with their female companions 
standing behind them. 

Kali guided Sadar to an empty chair opposite Shavandar who welcomed him 
to the table. 

“We are playing five-card poker,’ said Shavandar, ‘but I am going to sit this 
one out. Would you like to deal Prince Ajeebe?’ 

‘Okay. I would like a new pack of cards please.’ 
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Shavandar offered him a new pack. Sadar opened it and the way he shuffled 
the pack and dealt caused the players to raise their eyebrows. They could see that 
Sadar was used to handling cards, but only Kali was privy to how good he was with 
his deceiving fingers. 

The first round started with everyone bidding without looking at their cards. 
Sadar was happy to copy them. The player sitting on the left side of Sadar, still 
playing blind, decided to raise the stakes causing all the others, including Sadar to 
peep at their cards immediately, before deciding whether to bid again. One by one, 
they dropped out like flies leaving only Sadar and the first bidder. 

After some thought, Sadar said, 

‘Here is your two thousand rupees,’ 
which was the minimum he needed to put in the kitty to stay in the game and swiftly 
added, 

‘I now raise you,’ he uttered as he threw in another two notes worth a 
thousand rupees each. 

Noticing that Sadar had looked at his cards and had a confident look on his 
face, after a moment the one remaining player said, ‘I think your hand is stronger than 
mine,’ and he threw away his three kings giving the game away to Sadar who happily 
stretched his arms and collected the money in the pot. Everyone clapped 
congratulating Sadar. Just to show off that he was bluffing, Sadar turned his cards and 
showed that he only had ace high. The game continued for a few rounds with Sadar 
winning most of them. 

Shavandar, who had been following the game closely, looked at Sadar 
amusingly and decided to enter the game. Sadar had shuffled the cards and he was 
about to deal when Shavandar insisted that he cut the cards. Once he had done so, he 
told Sadar to deal. The latter declined. 

“T suppose, Sadar must have felt offended by Shavandar’s insistence that he 
cut the cards. Come to think of it I would have reacted just like Sadar.” 

‘No,’ Sadar uttered looking serious. ‘I do not appreciate being suspected of 
cheating... since you cut the cards Shavandar, you deal.’... 

“Then I will,’ answered Shavandar and he picked up the pack. 

Once Shavandar had dealt the cards, everyone made their bid and it was the 
turn of Shavandar to stay in or drop out. Without looking at his cards, he decided to 
stay in the game and raised the stakes. There was a big sigh from most of the players. 

‘T will go one more round,’ a player said as he threw in his money. 

‘I will too,’ said another player and added his bet. 

‘T think I will drop out,’ a third player decided as he discarded his cards. 

Two more players decided to drop out leaving Sadar to bet or drop out. 
Shrewd Sadar thought for a while, debating whether to look at his cards before 
deciding whether to bid. He finally decided to stay blind and up the stakes. 
Immediately there were noises coming from the other players as they dropped out of 
the game. 

‘So just you and me,’ Shavandar remarked. Caressing his moustache, he took 
into account that Sadar had not looked at his cards yet. Shavandar picked up his cards 
and gently fanned them apart. Noticing that he had a good selection of cards, he 
grinned. With his head slightly bowed, he lifted his eyes to look at Sadar’s face. The 
last bet was two thousand rupees. 

‘Here is the two thousand rupees,’ said Shavandar, ‘and I raise another three 
thousand more.’ 

Suddenly there was serious money in the middle of the table. 
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“T cut in. “Was Shavandar bluffing?” 

“This was what Sadar wondered and concluded Shavandar was. 

After a while, he picked his cards up and peeled them apart, feasting his eyes 
on each one of them. Shavandar was watching the expression on Sadar’s face and 
could not fail to notice the mixed grin. There was a deadly silence around the table. 
Everyone was waiting impatiently to see what Sadar’s response would be. Kali moved 
anxiously around the table until she could see Sadar’s face. She wondered if Sadar 
was trying to outfox Shavandar, by bluffing and pushing his luck. Knowing what a 
trickster Sadar was, she wanted to believe that Sadar had a better set of cards than 
Shavandar. However, she suddenly remembered that Sadar did not deal the cards. 

‘It’s your bet,’ an inpatient Shavandar reminded Sadar, trying to hurry him. 

‘Yes, Yes, I know,’ an undecided Sadar replied. 


He took a sip at his whisky, looked at his cards again, glanced at the money in 
front of him and said, “Err... is there a phone here? I need to call my brother.’ 

Shavandar graciously pointed to the phone in the room, hanging on the wall 
not far away from where everyone was sitting. 

‘But you leave your cards on the table,’ Shavandar insisted. 

Sadar got up, walked to the phone, and dialled a number. It was a public 
telephone and a passer-by picked up the receiver. Sadar knew that everyone was 
going to listen in and he kept his voice to a level that everyone, particularly Shavandar 
could hear. 

“You remember the hand I had the last time we played in Cambridge... well I 
have the same hand again.’ 

The stranger on the other end of the phone was confused and as he was trying 
to speak, Sadar quickly interjected... 

‘So you are going to cover me... raise fifty thousand rupees you said?’ 

Shavandar could hear Sadar and the expression on his face changed. He began 

to doubt if his cards were stronger than that of Sadar’s. 

‘Okay brother, thank you... and see you tomorrow evening.’ Sadar hung up 
the receiver and walked cheerfully to his seat. Pretending that no one had heard his 
telephone conversation and without bothering to look at his cards again, he said aloud, 
‘My brother will back me up. The sky is the limit.’ 

Digging his left-hand into his inside coat pocket, he pulled out fifty thousand 
rupees and threw them in the middle of the table with a huge grimace on his face.” 

“That must have shocked Shavandar.”’ 

“He was shocked... 

“You must really have a good hand,’ Shavandar surmised. 

After a short pause, he decided to throw his hand away, leaving Sadar to 
collect all the money in the pot. Shavandar tried to look at Sadar’s hand even though 
he knew that was against the house rules. Sadar quickly stopped him... 

‘If you wanted to see what I’ve got, you should have paid your money and 
called.’ Sadar reminded him. The other players shouted and cheered. 

“You have met your match Shavandar.’ 

Kali, who was standing behind Sadar, had a huge smile on her face as, with 
great delight, she watched Shavandar losing his money! To torment him even more 
she picked up Sadar’s cards and turned them over. To the horror of everyone, Sadar 
had lousy cards. Shavandar was livid when he discovered that Sadar had bluffed him 
good and proper. Determined to get a win on Sadar, Shavandar decided to challenge 
him to a different game. 


103 


‘How about a game of pool?’ 

‘Erm... you have me at a disadvantage, Shavandar, as I have not played that 
game for a long time,’ Sadar admitted. 

Shavandar, caressing his moustache said, ‘I have a table in the next room, you 
can have a few minutes to practice.’ 

He was sure that if he could tempt Sadar to play a few games of pool he would 
be able to recover the money he had lost.” 

“Don’t tell me that Sadar was a pool shark as well?” I enquired. 

Cassandra shook her head. “Unknown to Shavandar or anyone else in the 
room, Sadar used to be a pool player, but gave the game up when he broke his wrist 
several years ago and he had not touched a cue since. He was understandably reluctant 
in accepting Shavandar’s challenge, but he was never one to turn down an opportunity 
to excel. 


He took Kali to another room. ‘I think I can beat him,’ said Sadar. 

‘I thought you said you are good at snooker not pool?’ 

“Yes, but it’s not that different...’ and after several minutes of discussion, they 
came out. 

‘Shavandar,’ Sadar said, ‘I accept your challenge, on the condition that I have 
a few minutes on my own to practice.’ 

‘Be my guest,’ replied Shavandar as he showed Sadar the poolroom. 

Several minutes later Sadar came out of the poolroom looking surprisingly 
confident. 

‘I am going to beat Shavandar,’ he said. 

‘Be carefully Prince Ajeebe, Shavandar is no push over,’ one of the guests 
shouted. 

‘Shavandar is very good,’ said another. 

“Well Shavandar, what kind of pool game do you shoot?’ Sadar asked. 

“The expensive kind.’ Sadar grinned. 

‘Take your winnings and run Prince Ajeebe,’ a guest advised. 

Looking at the guests, Sadar said, 

‘I can’t turn down his challenge.’ 

‘Go ahead and play him then.’ 

Shavandar and Sadar walked in the poolroom accompanied by several guests 
who wanted to be spectators. Plunging his left hand in the right inside pocket of his 
coat Shavandar pulled out his cigar case. After opening the case, he grabbed a cigar, 
and inserted it between his lips. He looked at Sadar as if to say what a fool of a man 
he was to dare take him on, shook his head, and lit his cigar whilst the former simply 
picked up his cue, walked to the table, and tested a few shots. 

“You shoot well,’ Shavandar remarked with a smirk on his face. 

‘Thanks.’ 

‘How about you?’ 

‘I can shoot straight,’ Shavandar gestured pleasantly. 

Sadar laughed. ‘I bet you are good... but hey, if I lose, it’s only money.’ 

‘I just hope you are not a hustler,’ Shavandar remarked. 

For a moment, the smile on Sadar’s face disappeared and they both stared at 
each other and then they broke into laughter.” 

“T reckon Sadar was a bit of a sportsman,’ I said, ‘but for some reason I want 
him to win. 

“So did everyone present,” said Cassandra. 


104 


‘I am ready when you are Shavandar,’ Sadar said. 

‘1000 rupees a game?’ Shavandar proposed. 

‘Well, I don’t have all night... let’s make it, 5,000 rupees a game.’ Sadar 
grinned. 

Shavandar shook his head and said, “You talk my kind of talk...’ then turning 
to Grayson—his butler, he said, ‘rack them up!’ 

All the spectators took their seats whilst the two players got themselves ready. 
Kali had no idea how good or bad a pool shooter Sadar was. 

‘How do you feel, Sadar?’ Kali asked quietly looking somewhat anxious. 

‘Tight, but I can beat him,’ Sadar replied sounding confident. 

Everyone was waiting impatiently for the game to start. Kali placed five notes 
of Rs1000 on the table and Shavandar matched it. Grayson picked up the money and 
kept it safe. Sadar won the toast and elected to break. He chalked his cue and took his 
shot. As he saw the cue ball running down the table to come to rest against the 
cushion, he was delighted and the huge smile on his face confirmed it. 

‘I didn’t leave you much,’ Sadar commented, as he stood aside waiting for 

Shavandar to take his turn. 

Shavandar walked to the table, looked at the pack of balls, and as he walked 

back to the bottom of the table chalking his cue, he said confidently, 

“You left enough.’ 

Before taking his shot, he elected to put ball 3 in the corner pocket and much 

to Sadar’s astonishment, he did. 

Sadar was amazed. He shook his head and went to sit down. Shavandar sank 
the next ball, then the next. Within minutes he had sunk all his balls and won the 
game. Sadar quickly become conscious he had a fight on his hands. They played the 
next game, Sadar won, and even Shavandar applauded the win. On the third game, 
they played a couple of safe shots, and then Shavandar ended up winning it. Several 
games followed and Shavandar was miles ahead despite Sadar’s apparent best efforts. 
He had lost nearly all the money he had won at cards and Kali was livid. They had 
played non-stop for almost two hours, though exhausted they were unwilling to stop. 

‘Quit,’ Kali advised. ‘He is too good.’ 

‘I can take him and I will,’ Sadar insisted. 

They played a few safe shots and suddenly, Shavandar missed a shot. 

Sadar got up, walked to the table, and smiled. 

“You don’t leave much when you miss, do you?’ 

‘That’s what the game is all about,’ replied Shavandar. 

‘Uh-huh....2 ball, side pocket,’ Sadar elected and pocketed the ball, causing 

Shavandar to applaud with a huge smile... ‘Very good shot,’ Shavandar 

uttered. 

‘T have a feeling it is me from here on,’ Sadar affirmed. 

Gradually, Sadar had found his form and he just could not miss. He started to 
pocket all the balls he elected like a real professional bringing a cheer on the faces of 
everyone especially Kali. Shavandar could do nothing about it, except to watch as he 
saw the balls, game after game, disappear into the pockets just like his money was 
disappearing from his wallet.” 

“At this stage Shavandar must have started to panic!’ I surmised. 

“The clock on the wall read four o’clock in the morning. Each time Sadar won 
a game there was a loud clapping of the hands, leaving him smiling. Recognizing he 
was on a winning streak, Sadar asked, ‘Shavandar how about you and me shoot a 
game of pool for Rs10, 000 a game?’ 
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The audience gasped. There was a moment of silence in the room. Turning to 
Grayson, Shavandar told him, 

‘Bring me a double-whisky on the rocks.’ Then addressing Sadar he said, 
“You’ve got a bet.’ 

They played for a further two hours, by which time Shavandar noticed he had 
lost enough money for one night and the wisest thing to do was to quit. 

‘That’s it for me for tonight, but we must play again soon,’ a defeated 
Shavandar said whilst watching Sadar and Kali walk away with their winnings. 

It was almost five o’clock in the morning when Kali arrived back at her house 
accompanied by Sadar. Sadar had gone into the washroom to freshen up, whilst Kali 
was sitting at the edge of her bed counting the winnings. When Sadar came into the 
room and saw all that money lying on the bed in neat piles he could not believe he had 
won such a huge amount. 

He cheerfully asked, ‘How much have we got?’ 

Kali lifted her head and gave Sadar a stern look. 

‘How much have we won? There’s no we!’ 

‘But we are partners, aren’t we?’ 

‘You and I partners...what are you? Crazy?’ 

‘But...’ 

Kali quickly cut in. “There is no but... just get yourself out of here before I 
call the police on you.’ 

‘Aren’t we going to share the winnings into two equal parts?’ 

‘Equal. You are a café boy! I gave you a taste of the high life and now you 
think you are equal to me - I, the daughter of a landowner? Have you forgotten who 
and what you are?’ Kali shouted. 

After a short pause, Kali threw a note of two thousand rupees to Sadar. “Here! 
take this and get the hell out of here. Go back to the gutter where you belong!’ 

Sadar was shocked.” 

“T bet he was. So would I be. I thought Kali was a bitch, now I know she was 
one for sure.” 

“The expression on Sadar’s face had changed. He bent down and picked up 
the money. He looked at the picture of Sir Seewoosagur Ramgoolam hanging on the 
wall and turned it round. He then looked at another picture of a plantation worker 
walking alongside his cow pulling a cart full of sugarcanes and then sheepishly 
walked a few places forward, placed the note on a coffee table before walking out. 

Kali closed the door violently behind him, looking furious and went back into 
her bedroom. She had got her revenge on Shavandar and that was all that mattered to 
her. Sadar was nothing but a means to an end for her. Such was the extent of how 
much she valued him—” 

“Oh, how I wished I could get my hands round her throat, I would squeeze so 
hard until she was left with no breath, bitch! I was so disgusted listening to the end of 
that part of Cassandra’s story I was fairly choked. It was one minute after twelve 
noon; I heard the sound of a speedboat passing in the sea beyond. I came off my deck 
chair and told Cassandra that I was going to have a dip in the pool before we had 
lunch. Perhaps the soak in the pool and a couple of backstrokes would help me relax. 
&S 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


Day 22 


the town of Rose-Hill and stopped near Le Plaza. Rose-Hill, after Port 

Louis, is the most commercial of all the towns. It has a number of 
shopping arcades and shops and its market is quite interesting. The theatre, Le Plaza, 
was quite an interesting feature of Rose-Hill and it had become the most important 
landmark of the cultural life of Dodoland. Plays, concerts, operas were regularly held 
within its walls. Next to Le Plaza was the Max Boullé art gallery where homegrown 
artists on the island regularly held exhibitions. We sat on a wooden bench in the 
public garden fronting the Le enjoying an ice cream and Cassandra continued with 
her story. 


T he next day, Cassandra and I met in an agreed spot and we took a taxi to 
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Le Plaza. Rose-Hill 


“After the way Kali had treated him, a distressed Sadar whilst walking home, 
felt betrayed, cheated, belittled, and small. It is common knowledge that when we stab 
the body it heals, but as Sadar would for sure testify, that when we injure the heart the 
wound lasts for a lifetime. He could hear the cutting words of Kali pounding in his 
ears... 

-‘You think you are equal to me?’ 

-‘Have you forgotten that you are a café boy?’ 

-‘Go back to the gutter where you belong!’ 
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Never had anyone said such horrible words to Sadar. It was true that he was 
not born with a silver spoon in his mouth. His family was poor. His father was a 
chauffeur for a rich landowner in the colonial years and his mother was a housewife 
with very little education. They lived a modest life and had to make do with very little 
money. Still as Sadar was growing up, although he never had toys like other children 
in his vicinity, he was always a cheerful sort of person and got on with people. No one 
made him feel that inferior until that night.” 

“What right has one human being to act so cruelly and distrustfully towards 
another?” I commented. 

“Unfortunately some people have an arrogant view of their power and place in 
society,” Cassandra retorted. 

“When Kali had offered him the chance of living a rich life, he thought that 
finally, he had found a friend who was willing to help him improve his quality of life; 
instead, he fell into a trap of deceit and false promises. If there was any consolation in 
that entire experience it would have to be the opportunity he was given to mill around 
amongst the influential guests at Shavandar’s palace, dressed in plush clothes, 
pretending to be a prince. That did make him feel good in himself. The attention he 
got was quite a revelation and addictive, too. His only wish was that his partnership 
with Kali had turned out differently. 

It was already the eve of Diwali, and it took him a long time to get home, 
partly because at that time of the morning, there was no transport available and he had 
to rely on his trusted feet. He also needed lots of fresh air to cool down. When he did 
eventually arrive at his flat, he got in as quietly as he could, so as not to disturb his flat 
mates. Sitting in his one-bedroom flat, he had his head cupped into his hands and felt 
sorry for himself. Despite how badly Kali had treated him, he nevertheless felt 
somewhat grateful to her for having let him taste the high life, be it for a brief 
moment, but hated her for behaving in such a cruel, deceitful manner towards him. 
Nevertheless, he quickly understood that sometimes the best and worst times of one’s 
life could coincide. Discovering joy in pain is a talent. 

He could not sleep and in a few hours, it was going to be time for him to go to 
work. Hours later the alarm clock rang and he felt so lethargic. He understandably did 
not feel like getting up but he forced himself to do so. He conned himself into 
believing that the previous night had just been a bad dream. Everything that had 
happened was just not true, he told himself. Just as he opened the door to get out of 
his flat, he saw Shavandar standing there.” 

“Oh no, the old fox did recognise Sadar after all, it would seem.’ 

“May I come in Prince Ajeebe,” Shavandar greeted Sadar with a mocking grin 
on his face... 

‘T thought I recognised you last night.’ Shavandar said, standing inside Sadar’s 
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flat. 

‘Tell me, did Kali share all that money you won from me?’ 

Sadar shook his head. 

‘No,’ he answered softly. 

‘Forget Kali. She is not a very nice person. However, you have a good brain. I 
want to offer you a partnership. With your talent and my contacts, you and I would 
make millions.’” 

“Not again, ” I sighed. 

“A sceptical Sadar looked at Shavandar and replied, ‘no thanks.’ 

He did not want anyone to use him twice in a row. 

“Wait. Take this.” Shavandar opened a briefcase filled with money. 
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There was a huge amount of notes in rupees. He had never seen so much 

money in his entire life. 

‘Consider this as just a small portion of what you would earn if you accept my 

offer of a partnership.’ 

As Sadar feasted his eyes on all the colourful notes, he just could not resist the 
temptation and quickly snatched the suitcase from Shavandar’s hands. After 
Shavandar had gone, Sadar called the café manager to report sick. No one was picking 
up the phone. He tried several times and when he finally got through he said, 

‘I think I’ve got food poisoning,’ he told the manager who was listening on the 
other end of the phone. 

‘You'd better take yourself to hospital then!’ 

“Yes that is what I am planning do.’ 

The line went dead. There was already one other person who had rang in sick 
before Sadar had called. The Manager had good reason not to feel happy given that 
Tuesday was one of his busiest days but there was very little he could do about it. 
Sadar had rung in sick a few times before and he had become a bit of an irritant, 
which was not boding well with Lin Yang. To cover his back Sadar took himself to 
the nearest general hospital.” 

“That’s clever of Sadar.” 

“The Diwali season had started and Sadar had decided to pay a visit to a few 
shops looking for a suitable present. Money was not too much of a problem following 
the unexpected visit of Shavandar earlier on that day. He took a taxi and stopped in 
Rose-Hill, near Le Plaza. Once Sadar was off the bus, he stood on the pavement and 
took a good look at the building. It was still standing there, although it looked like it 
had seen better days. There was a little park in front of it. After crossing the road, he 
went to take a seat on one of the wooden benches.” 

“Wait!,” I said. “Don’t tell me, Sadar sat himself down on this very bench we 
are now Sitting on.” 

“Very good,” Cassandra complimented me. 

“Sadar admired the waterfall oozing out of the fountain and watched some 
teenagers sitting on the circular edge of the reservoir chatting on their mobile phones 
and talking to each other looking happy. After a while, he walked across the green 
lawn and found himself at the top of the huge stairs leading into the main section of 
Le Plaza. Everywhere looked surprisingly clean. A young woman dressed in a 
beautiful theatre costume came to talk to him. Looking at her, she appeared to be in 
good shape and was probably in her mid-thirties. She introduced herself as 
Waseemah and said she was selling tickets for a show that was taking place later on 
that evening. Sadar liked theatre shows. Before he had left to go to London, he used to 
belong to a literary club that frequently staged Shakespearean’s plays like Merchant 
of Venus, Othello, As you Like it... On one occasion, he was even acting stage 
manager and enjoyed the role, but never had a chance to be in one of the plays. Oh 
well! C’est la vie! 

Whilst he was buying two theatre tickets from Waseemah, Sadar saw another 
nice looking girl approaching. Her name was Lavinia Vlasak, who reminded him of 
Gigi Pudnam, whom he had never seen again after their aborted near-perfect affair. 
Lavinia greeted him and wanted to know if he would like to buy a lifetime 
membership as this would entitle him and another person to attend six theatre shows 
per year free of charge. Sadar was not ready to commit, so he politely declined the 
offer by simply saying that he would think about it. Conscious that it was getting late, 
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he excused himself and made his way to the High Street. It was not as crowded or as 
dusty as Port Louis. 

He walked in the High Street and he could see some of the changes that had 
taken place since he was last in Rose-Hill. After entering in a few shops he finally 
found something he liked in Timol, a clothes shop specialising in women’s wear. 
Paying for the item was not a problem at all. 

‘Could you please gift-wrap it for me,’ Sadar asked the woman standing 
behind the counter, and she obliged.” 

“Did he get service with a smile?” I asked. 

“Sorry, no smile.” 

“T guess this is an alien concept to sales staff in the shops—be it little corner 
shops or huge shopping malls,” I remarked. “I have also noticed that almost all sales 
staff prefer sitting down on a stool watching the customers instead of getting off their 
backsides to help customers when the need arises. They appear to be more 
preoccupied with security than with customer service.” 

“This is Dodoland, my friend,” Cassandra said with a grin. 

“Anyway, when Sadar left the shop to go back to his flat, his head was 
spinning. He had money, and a woman he was smitten with, to put him on the road to 
a new life. All he had to do was to go and see Fareeda, propose to her, and then they 
could prepare for a life together and have a family of their own, just as he had been 
dreaming of ever since he had first arrived in Mauritius. Once he was back in his flat, 
he had all the time he needed to have a shower and a change of fresh clothes before 
getting on his way to meeting the woman of his dreams—” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


Day 23 


Y he shrine of the French Catholic priest and missionary Pére Jacques 

T Désiré Laval was like the equivalent of Lourdes in the Indian Ocean, with 

many miracles attributed to visits made to the priest’s grave. The padre 

died in 1864 and was sanctified in 1979 during a visit by Pope John Paul II. History 

has it that he converted 67,000 people to Christianity during his 23 years in 
Mauritius. 

Cassandra felt it was a nice place to spend a few hours and I was happy join 


her. 


I had read that Pére Laval was a popular figure for the people of Mauritius. 
Pilgrims came here from as far afield as South Africa, Britain and France to 
commemorate the anniversary of his death, on 9 September. 

Whilst we stood by his tomb, I noticed the coloured plaster effigy of the priest 
on top of the tomb which had been rubbed smooth by miracle-wishing pilgrims. 

After visiting a shop, in the same complex, with a permanent exhibition of Pére 
Laval’s robe, mitre, letters and photographs, we sat underneath a tree in the shade 
and Cassandra continued with her story. 


“On October 21, 2006,” Cassandra said, “the festival of lights, usually 
celebrated over a period of five days, had started and like other people, Fareeda had 
decorated her house with electrical lights. She had also lined her passageway with 
terracotta lamps. After having spent all her time the previous day cleaning her house 
and preparing Diwali cakes to celebrate the occasion, she was almost exhausted and 
she could not stop wondering why Sadar had not showed up. Bad thoughts kept 
creeping in and out of her mind. 

Being the first day of Diwali, she was up early, did her prayers, and spent most 
of the afternoon in her room. At 4.00 P.M. whilst she was taking a cup of tea and 
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some Diwali cakes to her father, she heard a knock on the door and rushed to open it. 
Much to her delight, she saw Sadar standing there with a beautiful plastic bag in his 
right-hand. Feeling so excited to see Sadar, Fareeda flung her arms around his neck 
and gave him a big hug. 

“Where have you been? I was expecting you to come round yesterday,’ she 
said her heart pounding. 

She could not take her eyes off Sadar as he looked so smart and handsome in 
his new suit. 

‘Have you won the lottery?’ she asked. 

“You could say that,’ a cheerful Sadar replied. ‘Here, this is for you.’ 


Sadar handed over the plastic bag to Fareeda. Fareeda looked inside and she 
noticed a beautiful sari. 

‘I can’t accept that,’ she quickly responded, ‘where did you borrow it from?’ 

‘Borrowed? No, no, no, don’t say that. I bought it as a gift for you. I spent a 
fortune on it.’ 

Fareeda found that hard to believe because she knew Sadar did not earn a lot 
of money to buy what looked like a very expensive sari. 

“Uh oh! Sadar had some explaining to do,” I said. 

“Well,” Cassandra continued, “Suddesh suddenly appeared. 

‘Take it my daughter. This is being offered with love and you should never 
refuse such a gift, especially on Diwali.’ 

‘Greetings, sir,’ Sadar saluted Suddesh. ‘I thought I would come round and 
take Fareeda out.’ 

‘Go and get dress Fareeda,’ Suddesh told his daughter. Then turning to Sadar 
he said, ‘Sit down son!’ 

“Thank you.’ 

After a short while, Fareeda appeared wearing her new sari. She looked 
fabulous in the black chiffon sari with its gold borders. Her long, beautifully combed 
hair resting on her back, made her looked like a true princess. She had never before 
worn such a beautiful expensive sari and she was very pleased with it. Sadar was 
captivated by the gorgeous appearance of Fareeda. He had never seen her looking so 
ravishing. Even Suddesh could not believe his eyes as he feasted them on his 
daughter. 

‘Go and enjoy yourself.’ 

‘But aren’t you coming too?’ Sadar asked, not that he particularly wanted a 
chaperone. 

‘No, you two go, it’s a beautiful evening. Just don’t keep her out too late. 

“Wait a moment,” I said. “I was told that unmarried girls are not allowed out 
with a man without a chaperone.” 

“In the past that was a common practice in the Indian culture, but not 
anymore,” Cassandra clarified and continued her tale. 

“Sadar and Fareeda wandered the streets watching people lighting firecrackers 
and also admired the decorations. They looked so happy together. Whilst they were 
walking, they stopped and talked to a few friends they met along the way. As it was 
Diwali, the streets were crowded with people, and most of the shops and restaurants 
remained open until late. Fareeda thought that Sadar was going to take her to a quiet 
restaurant where they could sit, chat, and enjoy each other’s company. Instead, she 
found herself in front of Le Plaza. 
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‘Look, there is a theatre show on,’ Fareeda said pointing her finger at the 
poster... “It’s Romeo and Juliet.’ 

‘Shall we go in?’ said Sadar. 

‘I don’t know if they will still have tickets,’ Fareeda replied. 

‘Don’t worry I’ve already bought two for us.’ 

“You are full of surprises today, I am impressed,’ Fareeda said sweetly. 

Just at that moment, a shooting star flew across the sky and then disappeared 
out of sight. Hand in hand, they walked up the stairs and took their seat inside the 
theatre. It was packed. The producer appeared and made a small introduction. Soon 
after, the lights started to go down and the curtains went up. There was total silence in 
the audience. It was one of the best Shakespeare-plays. Peter Potter, a British 
dramatist, had staged using predominantly artists living in Mauritius and two actors 
from England to play Romeo and Juliet. 


After the show, Sadar and Fareeda walked out of the theatre and took a cab to 
Port Louis. The taxi driver stopped in front of a palace. 

“Why have we stopped here?’ Fareeda asked. ‘Where are we? Who lives 
here?’ 

‘Dewan Shavandar.’ 

‘He is a money-lender, isn’t he?’ 

“Yess 

‘Now I’ve got it! Have you been borrowing money from him?’ Fareeda 
sounded serious. 

‘No. We know each other. He is throwing a party tonight and he has invited 
me.’ 

‘How did you get to know him?’ Fareeda asked, getting more suspicious. 

‘Don’t worry about that now, please,’ Sadar begged. 

Fareeda shook her head in disbelief. As they approached the front door to the 
palace, Shavandar himself came to the door and as he was inviting them in, Fareeda 
became very suspicious and angry with Sadar. On impulse, she moved away from the 
palace onto the road. She was distraught. Tears flooded her eyes, but she wiped them 
away before they had time to run down her cheeks. She looked and when she saw that 
Sadar had not followed her, she shook her head, proceeded to walk to the nearest bus 
stop, and made her way home alone. What had started out as a nice evening out with 
her Prince Charming had suddenly turned into a nightmare.” 

“Sadar did not follow her, that’s awful!” I said. 

“Sadar did attempt to follow her but Shavandar had blocked him,” Cassandra 
explained. 

‘Let her go Sadar,’ Shavandar had told him. ‘She is not your type. You need 
someone like Kali, who is tough and resilient!’ 
‘But I...’ 

Before Sadar could complete his sentence, Shavandar cut in. 

‘There is no but, that girl, meaning Fareeda, is not your future.’ 

Inside the Palace, the party was in full swing. The frivolous gaiety Sadar saw 
amongst the invitees bemused him. Several of the guests were on the floor dancing to 
loud music. Suddenly the Angel appeared at Sadar’s side and whispered something in 
his ear. 

‘Oh it’s you.’ 

“Why aren’t you joining in the fun? Go on, enjoy yourself, my friend.’ 
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The Angel encouraged Sadar. Sadar’s thoughts were on Fareeda and he 
wondered how she must be feeling and what she was thinking. On the other hand, he 
was angry that Fareeda had walked out on him. His mixed feelings confused him. 
After some hesitation, Sadar decided to take the advice of the Angel and started to 
mingle with the crowd. It was time for another round of cards. 

‘Come Sadar the gang are gathered for a game of cards,’ Shavandar beckoned. 

“Yes, come and join us Sadar and let us win some of our money back!’ 
shouted a player already sitting around a round table. 

The last game the man had played in, he had lost 50,000 rupees, but he did not 
care as he was filthy rich. Sadar took a place at the table and began to play—” « 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


Day 24 


Tortoises Park. After my unforgettable stroll through luxuriant greenery 

where banana trees, palm trees and giant bamboos provided shade for the 
crocodiles and the giant tortoises, including a ride on one of the giant tortoises, we 
sat for lunch in the Hungry Crocodile Restaurant built among the treetops. Whilst I 
was, for the first time, tasting a Crocodile vindye, Cassandra was enjoying her 
Chicken pieces in a Creole sauce, and telling me about Sadar. 


C assandra and I decided to spend an afternoon at the Crocodile & Giant 


Crocodile & Giant Tortoises Park 


Cassandra began by saying, “Whilst Sadar had been having a wonderful time 
partying at Shavandar’s palace, Fareeda’s experience was quite the reverse. After 
having refused to enter the palace feeling quite distressed and confused, as soon as she 
had arrived home that night she went straight into her room. Filled with anger, she 
was convinced that Sadar had acquired dirty money and that was how he was able to 
buy her such an expensive sari. ‘Oh God’, she said raising her hands, and she lifted 
her head to stare at the ceiling. 

It was dark and windy outside and the sky was filled with grey clouds. The 
leaves on a banana tree next to her bedroom window were swinging back and forth, as 
the wind brushed against them. She could see shadows of two people dancing on her 
ceiling and at times, they merged forming a silhouette, which she interpreted as that of 
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Sadar’s and another woman, waltzing together. There was a sudden flash of lightening 
that made the shadows come alive and she could see both of them laughing at her. 

“What have I done so bad to deserve such humiliation?’ she asked God. 

All she wanted to do was to lock herself in her room and drown herself in tears 
of sorrow. She looked at the sari Sadar had given her to wear and hurriedly removed it 
and threw it on the floor with a sense of disgust. As the sari rested untidily on the 
floor, in her mind she could see snakes creep out of it. She covered her eyes in order 
to blind herself from the horrific scene. Fareeda knew that the deep feelings she had 
developed for Sadar had complicated matters. Now she wished she could turn the 
clock back. It began to dawn on her that Sadar was probably not the man she thought 
he was. Sadar had swapped honesty and simplicity for a high and crooked rich life 
style, she concluded. 

“That must have been a very sad and disappointing discovery for her,” I 
surmised. 

“It was,” said Cassandra. “She cursed the day she met Sadar and wished he 
would just go away and let her get back to the quiet and modest life style to which she 
was accustomed and happy. When she had begun to fall for Sadar, she had dreamt of 
a quiet and simple life with him and a family of her own. Suddenly it appeared to her 
that it probably was her destiny to remain single, nursing her ailing father - a life she 
had always accepted since her mother had died of cancer when she was only sixteen 
years old. Being the only one around after Zubeeda had immigrated to Canada, she 
had little option but to care for her father. The bond between her father and her was 
strong and sacrificing her own happiness in favour of giving her father a good quality 
of life was what she thought to be the right thing to do. When Sadar had come along, 
it was a refreshing diversion for her, and she tried to convince herself that that was all 
it was and nothing more. 

Little did she know that Sadar had strong and genuine feelings for her and all 
he was trying to do was to earn an honest living, so that he could settle down and have 
a family with her! However, when he had discovered that there was a quicker way of 
making it up to the top he had allowed his pride and greed to engulf him. Cheating at 
cards and pool were just a pastime, a bit of fun. When he discovered the huge amount 
of money he was raking in compared to working long and irregular hours at the café 
earning pittance, greed blinded him and coloured his judgement. 

At Shavandar’s palace, when Sadar had played the final game, it was already 
eleven o’clock at night. Almost all of the players had lost their money and looked 
exhausted and grumpy whilst Sadar and Shavandar celebrated yet another big win. 
After a few more drinks, Sadar was almost drunk. Some how he managed to leave 
Shavandar’s palace and found his way back to Fareeda’s place. 

“Uh oh! I sense trouble ahead,” I deduced. “If only he knew the turmoil he 
had put Fareeda through!” 

“As he approached Fareeda’s house, Sadar started to sing aloud and attracted 
the attention of Fareeda including that of her neighbours. Looking through her 
bedroom window, Fareeda could see Sadar was barely able to keep himself upright on 
his feet. She rushed to her front door, looking ruffled. As she opened the door, Sadar 
grabbed her hand and pulled her towards him wanting to give her a kiss. Fareeda 
whacked him so hard across the face, that he fell backwards.” 

“Oh la! la!” I spouted. 

“Sadar got up and banged on the door. 

“Open the door!’ he shouted, ‘I want to talk to you.’ 
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‘I don’t want to talk to you!’ Fareeda responded. ‘Just go away, I don’t ever 
want to see you again!’ 

‘Fareeda, you’ve got it all wrong! You need to leave this life of poverty and 
come with me. You need to start looking at the world as it really is.’ Taking a deep 
breath he added, ‘look at me, yesterday I was a nobody, working in a café, but today I 
move in high society mixing with people who have money and power, lots of it. And 
more to the point I have plenty of money... open the door Ill show you.’ 

Fareeda opened the door. Standing on the doorstep she stared pathetically at 
Sadar. 

‘You’re drunk,’ she criticised. 

‘Oh, no, no, no! That’s what you think,’ Sadar uttered with a grin on his face, 
and then he started to laugh himself silly as he performed a small jig. 

“Yes, laugh! It’s such a happy occasion, isn’t it?’ Fareeda said. 

Looking sternly at Sadar she screamed, ‘I have never been so humiliated 
before!,’ causing Sadar to lower his head in realisation of how much he had upset 
Fareeda. 

An angry Fareeda stepped inside and close the door as Sadar tried to force his 
way in. 

Sadar shouted, ‘I am sorry!’ 

“Take your sorry with you and go!’ a relentless Fareeda shouted back. 


Sadar moved closer to the door, “You look here; this world did nothing for me. 
This world did not care when I was starving. This world did not provide work when I 
was jobless and when I did find a job I had to work long hours for pittance. This 
world did not provide me with shelter and I had to sleep rough on the streets and on 
beaches.’ His voice was full of bitterness. 

‘Now that I have money,’ Sadar said, “people respect me.’ 

He put his hands in his coat pocket, pulled out a hand full of notes and posted 
them through the letter slot in the door. 

‘My money will make them show me more and more respect. Soon with my 
money I will have fame, a life of luxury... a new life for you and me!’ 

As Fareeda saw the notes, she collected them, opened the door, and threw 
them back at Sadar saying, ‘you are a drunken thief! How could you rob this money? 
Have you no shame?’ 

Sadar grinned and shook his head. ‘No, no, no, my dear! How wrong can you 
be? I won this money honestly. Some people use their brains and some people use 
their hands. I use my brain and my magic fingers,’ he explained. ‘It took me years to 
develop such skills.’ 

‘Ah ha! So, you are a card trickster. You are nothing but a cheat... a cheap 
hustler!’ Fareeda said, looking angrily at Sadar. ‘This is blood money! This is mafia 
money and I do not want any part of it.’ 

‘If you want to call it that,’ Sadar replied dismissively, ‘but...’ 

Suddenly there was a gush of wind, and it started to blow the money away 
leaving a panicked Sadar crawling on the ground chasing and gathering the notes. 

‘Stop chasing paper Sadar, before you drown in a pool of corruption!’ Fareeda 
shouted. 

She came out and grabbed him. She put her arms around him and pleaded, 
‘Please Sadar! this is not a good way to earn a living. Dirty money will only corrupt 
you.’ 
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“People do many things in order to get rich, don’t they? Some would say that 
the love of money is the root of all evil, however, Samuel Butler probably got it right 
when he said the lack of money is the root of all evil,” I reflected. 

Cassandra nodded in agreement and continued. 

“Sadar, held on tightly to a bunch of the notes he had gathered from the 
ground, and pushed Fareeda away from him causing her to fall on her behind. 

‘Go and tell these people who have built empires on dirty money,’ Sadar said 
angrily. 

He bent down again and continued to collect the notes from the ground, and 
added, ‘through fraud they made millions and ruled the world. Then they have the 
audacity of lecturing poor people about honesty.’ Taking a deep breathe he continued, 
“some even stash millions of rupees in safes to avoid paying tax, but are happy to pass 
laws for the rest of us, insisting that they should declare what they have and deposit 
their money in the bank.’ After a pause, he told Fareeda, 

‘They make poor people work hard, eat dry bread and live on fresh water, 
whilst they sit in their castles and drink whisky and eat meat. They throw parties, 
dance saga, and drink like pigs whilst others have to go to bed on an empty stomach.’ 

Fareeda could not believe how the Sadar she had fallen in love with had 
changed. She got up from the ground and moved closer to him. In a pleading voice 
she said, 

‘My dear Sadar, when I met you, you were in rags dressed as a clown but I 
took you in my heart as a prince...’ 

Sadar quickly cut her off. ‘Forget the old Sadar,’ he begged, swaying 
unsteadily on his feet, 

‘He does not exist anymore,’ he told Fareeda. “The past is the past. You must 
not look back. You are now looking at the new, richer Sadar and I want you to stand 
by me. Will you do this, Fareeda?’ 

Moving his right hand towards her, he tried to hold her hand in his, but she 
quickly and violently pushed him away causing him to fall to the ground. With angry 
eyes Fareeda said, 

‘I can see it now, you think you are now living in a new world where everyone 
is for sale. Well, I have news for you. I am not for sale! Is that clear?’” 

“Hmmm...Fareeda was really disappointed, I see,” I commented. I had a 
solemn time listening to Fareeda’s ranting. 

““For sale...!’ A shocked Sadar echoed, bowing his head. ‘I see...! Then Ill 
leave you alone. You’ll never see me again.’ Sadar was offended. 

For the first time in his life, he did not feel poor. For the first time in his life, 
everything he wanted was within his means except for the one thing he desired most 
and that was the love of Fareeda. Little did he know Fareeda loved him but what she 
was rejecting, was his methods of going through life to achieve his aims. As Sadar 
walked a few paces backwards, he reminded Fareeda, 

‘Remember you and all your kind will perish with hunger. I am not prepared 
to starve. Now that I have money, my wealth will keep me happy. ”” 

“Will it,” I laughed. 

Cassandra added, “A stunned and sad Fareeda looked at Sadar as he turned 
his back on her and walked away. For an instant, she considered whether she should 
run after him and beg him to stay, but she was determined to stand her ground. Better 
to be poor and honest than to be rich and crooked, was her philosophy. 

In a tender voice she begged, 
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‘Please do not break my heart this way my love but if you really must go, then 
turn your head and let me look at your face once more before you leave, so that if I 
should ever go blind I would have an eternal picture of you engraved in my mind—’” 

After that distressing recount, I asked Cassandra to stop for that day, but of 
course I could not wait for tomorrow. It was fine May weather, with the hawthorn 
flowering on every hedge, and I asked myself why, when I was still a free man, had I 
stayed on in London and not got the good of this heavenly Dodoland. 

In my pocket I pulled out the bar of chocolate that I had brought with me and 
shared it with the Cassandra. I took out my phone and noticed a few emails, mostly 
unwanted adverts, but there was one that stood out in particular: it was a short 
message from my wife telling me she wished that she was here with me. I smiled as I 
detected a lie because she did not want to come despite my asking her several times. 
&S 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


Day 25 


Y he Blue Bay marine park, near Mahebourg, was one of the best places to 
see the beautiful marine life Cassandra had informed me. When we got 
there, we had hired a private glass bottom boat. Our pilot and tour guides 

were Coco & Toba and they were fantastic—knowledgeable and good fun. 


/ 
shides : 


I feasted my eyes on some of the bluest waters and most breathtaking white sandy 
beaches I had ever seen. We decided to see the underwater world onboard the boat 
through its glass bottom and avoided jumping into the water for some swimming and 
snorkelling. 

Afterwards I asked Cassandra, “When Sadar had decided to walk away from 
Fareeda, did he turn his head to look at her?” 
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“No. Feeling so misunderstood, an irate Sadar ignored Fareeda’s plea and 
continued to walk without looking back leaving a tearful Fareeda standing alone. It 
was quite cold and windy that night. As she walked back into the house, thinking 
about Sadar, she did not even feel the tears rolling slowly down her cheeks. All she 
could do now was to put him out of her mind, and try to overcome her own feelings of 
sadness. He had decided to walk away, that was his choice over which she had no 
control. 

As Sadar was walking away from the woman he truly loved, the alcohol in his 
system appeared to have numbed his sensitivity. He placed both of his hands on his 
head and ruffled his hair. As he did so, the Angel appeared by his side and asked, 

‘Are you sure you are doing the right thing, Sadar?’ 

‘Oh, it’s you. Fareeda just does not understand me.’ 

‘But do you understand her?’ the Angel retorted. 

‘If she is happy being poor, then that is her choice. As for me I would rather be 
rich.’ 

‘Is being rich more important than having the person you love and who loves 
you, by your side?’ the Angel questioned. 

Sadar reflected for a moment. ‘I would prefer to have both, of course. But that 
does not appear to be possible... what would you do?’ 

‘We are talking about your life here my friend, I do not have one. Goodbye.’ 

‘Fat good you are to me, aren’t you?’ Sadar screamed at the Angel, ‘Leave me 
alone do you hear me!’ 

“T thought long and hard trying to understand Sadar and wondered if I would 
have acted like Sadar given the same situation he found himself. I had a degree of 
sympathy for him, but then I shared Fareeda’s point of view too. When I was done 
with my analysis of them both, it was pretty well filled with differing views, chiefly 
around how one should go about living a decent life and coping with daily issues. I 
was sure that there was a reason Sadar was behaving in the manner Cassandra was 
describing. I myself, behaved a bit like him in my days as a young man struggling to 
carve a future. Desperate time requires desperate actions.” 

“By the time, Sadar had returned to his flat,” Cassandra said, “it was already 
well past midnight. He crept in quietly in order not to disturb his flatmates. He 
indulged himself further until dawn. He opened a bottle of Jack Daniel’s Tennessee 
sour mash whiskey and drank most of it before going to sleep, indifferent of the 
hangover he knew he was going to have the next day. Without bothering to undress, 
he threw his unsteady body onto the bed and within minutes, he was snoring. 

Fareeda, on the other hand, had gone to her room and stayed awake for hours, 
thinking about the time they had spent together, and the secrets they had shared. It all 
seemed pointless now. She decided to turn off the light. She closed her eyes, and 
rocked herself to sleep holding tight to her teddy bear. The next morning when she 
was serving her dad breakfast, her heart felt like a stone sitting in her chest when she 
thought of the night before. It took all of her willpower not to cry again and risk 
causing unnecessary sadness to her dad. As she moved away from the table and 
walked towards the kettle to get some hot water, she reached for her bead necklace, 
which she always wore round her neck. Fingers twined around the chain, she counted 
the beads, one at a time. Their familiar touch calmed her. With great effort, she settled 
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herself down. Taking a deep breath, she told herself that everything was going to be 
all right and grabbed the kettle. 

All of a sudden, she heard Suddesh’s voice behind her asking, 

“Why were you and Sadar shouting last night?’ 

Her hand jerked, spilling some of the water onto the kitchen worktop. 

‘Err... he was drunk. You might as well know that we broke up,’ Fareeda said, 
sounding just as bad as she felt. 

‘Whatever for, you too were getting along so well?’ 

‘Too well! But not anymore!’ 

“What was the fight about?’ 

‘Money.’ 

‘Ah! The root of all evil, as written in the Apostle of Paul. Give him time he’Il 
sort himself and come back, he is not a bad man.’ 

Suddesh tried to give his daughter hope. From the little he knew of him, he 
thought Sadar was a suitable husband for his daughter. He thought they had been 
quarrelling because Sadar was not earning enough money. 

‘No, he won’t, and I don’t think I want him to either. Anyway, how are you 
feeling today dad?’ Fareeda asked, steering her father off the subject, and Suddesh 
told her he was fine when he was not really but hated worrying his daughter anymore 
than he knew she already was. 

“Quite a supportive dad, Suddesh was, I thought.” 

“Once Suddesh had eaten his breakfast, Fareeda cleared his tray, wheeled him 
to the TV room, and switched on the TV to his favourite channel before going to have 
a bath, as a posed to her usual shower. As she stood there unwrapping her sari, she 
caught sight of herself in a mirror pinned to a wall. She hated the way she looked. 

Gradually a man’s face filled the mirror. It was Sadar’s. His handsome 
features were strong, magnetic and his expression was intense. His lips were moving 
but she could not hear the words. Fareeda sensed both strength and heartbreaking 
emotion. She could not tear her gaze from the mirror. She felt as if something was 
sucking her inside but then the image faded away leaving Fareeda’s heart pounding. 
She did not know how long she stood there in stunned silence, with the thoughts in 
her mind spinning wildly. Despite her best effort to get herself under control, she 
could not stop the tears. 

‘Oh, Mama? Why didn’t I go in your place?’ 

It was the final betrayal, the final abandonment. She had to move on with her 
life without the man she had come to adore. She ran her hot bath almost to the brim of 
the tub, turned to lock the bathroom door before letting herself slowly sink into the 
tub, before she closed her eyes and lay there. She was totally unaware of just how 
beautiful she was, how long and slender her legs were, how graceful her hips, or how 
appealing her breasts were. She was the dream girl for any man, but she saw none of 
it. She simply lay there with her eyes closed and let her mind drift. Her head felt so 
heavy, it was as though it was filled with lead. Images of Sadar kept haunting her 
mind and she kept pushing them away. She just wanted to hang in space and think of 
absolutely nothing. When she felt the water had grown cold, she knew she had been 
there for a while. Then she heard her father calling her name, 

“What are you doing in there, Fareeda? Are you okay?’ 

‘I am fine,’ she answered in monotone, her eyes distant. 

She could hear Suddesh playing with the TV channels, urging her to come and 
sit with him, and she told him she would be out in a minute. She brought the towel to 
her body and dried herself off, and slipped on a skirt and a blouse. Over that, she put 
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one of her sweaters, in spite of the heat, and when she was all dressed up, she went 
into her room, not bothering to close the door and threw herself on her bed, which was 
quite an unusual thing for her to do. She heard her father calling her name again, and 
she did not answer him. She felt too tired to even talk to anyone—even him, and 
remained on her bed, sobbing for Sadar. 

Sadar had come into her life and had brought light into her otherwise dull life, 
but now he had taken away the that very light which lit her path. Her dream of having 
a family of her own was, she felt, now out of reach. 

When Suddesh approach her door, she felt his presence, sat up on her bed and 
gave him a fake smile. 

“Will you take me outside and sit with me for a while? It’s a nice day.’ 

She could see it was nice outside, but she did not want to look at it, she did not 
want to remember that day. Just as she did not want to remember the day when Sadar 
grabbed her hand for the first time and lifted her off the ground after she had 
accidentally slipped off a banana skin. She reluctantly wheeled her father outside, and 
watched people setting off firecrackers. 

They said very little to each other. Suddesh could see that his daughter did not 
want to talk and he did not press.” 

“It was about five o'clock and Cassandra had left me alone to visit the rest 
room. I got out my bottle of cold water and took a sip. Swallowing a little drop 
periodically, helps keep the mouth from getting dry. 

“That evening, when it was time to go bed, and after she had tucked Suddesh 
in, she went to her room, and lay down on her bed without bothering to turn on the 
light. She could not get use to the fact that Sadar was no longer a part of her life. She 
kept hoping that he would ring or would suddenly appear at her door no matter how 
late it was. Fareeda put her nightgown on at 11 o’clock, and left her clothes in a pile 
on the floor. After locking her door, she went to bed determined to get some sleep, if 
possible. All of a sudden, the phone rang. Fareeda jumped up in and instant and 
grabbed the receiver, only to discover that someone had dialled the wrong number—” 
&S 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 


Day 26 


station in Port Louis, so called because it was near the place where slaves 

were dropped off, had an air of excitement, with people going to and coming 
from various parts of the island. I was on my way to Bambous, a village in Mauritius 
located in the Riviére Noire District. It was a four-and-a-half-day long trip. The long 
ride would have been tedious, had it not have been for the company of Cassandra. 


I t had been a long time since I had been in a bus depot. The Immigration bus 


The Immigration bus station, Port Louis 


Despite being one of Africa’s most prosperous countries, from what I saw, the 
volcanic island of Mauritius, still faced a number of problems when it came to 
ensuring gender equality and equal wealth distribution. 

As we wandered in the village, I saw children half dressed, playing in the 
streets with their friends. Most of the time they went without a meal and if they 
happened to get one, it would be far from being one that we would called a balanced, 
square meal. They ate what they could get to fill the stomach. Many families lived in 
severely crowded places, devoid of basic amenities like water and energy, and they 
were facing very difficult day-to-day realities of affording basic goods and make ends 
meet. Many families relied on farming or fishing for their livelihoods, but the income 
they were able to generate this way was minimal. Most severely affected were women 
and young people — youth unemployment was as high as 21 per cent. Single mothers, 
especially those that lacked an education, had a very hard time finding employment. 

I found it amusing that every tourist brochure I had ever looked at, portrayed 
the Mauritius as paradise on earth. They are forever showing images such as the 
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crystal-clear turquoise waters of the Indian Ocean, lapping beaches of perfect white 
sand and palm trees swaying gently in the breeze, smiling waiters serving cold drinks, 
with the sun always shining. Whilst all these are true, there is another hidden truth. 

Tourists visiting the country, stay in one of the island’s 50 or more luxury 
hotels and almost never see beyond the hotel’s grounds because they are too busy 
lazing on the beach, swimming in the ocean, playing golf, or enjoying the numerous 
water sports on offer. Sadly, I was seeing the other side of Mauritius—the dark side. I 
saw the intense poverty that afflicts a section of the islanders. 

In the short period I was there, I learnt of the steady increase in violent 
crimes. Problems of alcohol, drugs and poverty are an integral part of the island’s 
ills. I felt ashamed that an island, which tourists love so much was, centre stage for 
brutal crimes, such as, the seven-year-old Samuella Martin who was found burnt alive 
in the sugarcane fields, after having been raped and set alight by her uncle. Or, the 
man who was jailed for 26 years for his part in the rape and murder of a two-year-old 
girl. Or, like Serino Calou who murdered a 17-year-old boy and raped his girlfriend 
on a public beach. 

The biggest turn off for me, was when I learnt of the latest horror of the young 
teacher, Michaela McAreavey, from Belfast, who was strangled on her honeymoon at 
the luxury Legends hotel. Is that really the Paradise Island that so many people refer 
to? Of course not! 


Cassandra and I found a bench and parked our behinds for a little rest. A foot 
or two away from us was another bench. The occupant was an old labourer and his 
dog—a wall-eyed brute that I mistrusted. The man was asleep, and on the space 
beside him was the morning paper LE CITYOENT. Eagerly I seized on it, as I hoped it 
would tell me something interesting. 

There were two columns about yet another murder. In the latest news, I found 
a further instalment of the story. A factory worker had been arrested and two hours 
later had been released. The true criminal, about whose identity the police were 
reticent, was believed to have left the island. There was nothing else in the paper, 
nothing about foreign politics or the things that would have interested me. I set it 
down, and seconds later, the old man woke up. He fixed me with a wandering glance, 
kicked his dog viciously, and inquired where he was. Clearly, he was very drunk. 

To take my attention off of what I was witnessing and feeling, Cassandra 
continued to tell me more about Sadar. 


“After breaking up with Fareeda,” Cassandra said, “Sadar went to bed late in 
a drunken state. When the clock had struck eight the next morning, Sadar did not hear 
it. The café owner needed him at 9 A.M. to work an early shift that day. When he 
finally got up, despite having a splitting headache, he reported to work at eleven 
o’clock much to the displeasure of Lin Yang, and who subsequently fired him on the 
spot. Sadar was not that bothered, as he hated the job anyway. He had only taken it at 
a time when he needed money. With his qualifications, he had expected to secure a 
well-paid job, possibly in the government or in a private firm making a good honest 
living. 
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He had quickly realised that that dream was just that, especially when he saw 
the stack of intellectuals roaming the streets without work. Reports in the newspapers 
stated that registered unemployment stood at more than 12 percent of the work force, 
and was rising. The island he loved and had come back to, was too corrupt for his 
liking. Bribery had become a way of life. Petty crimes like mugging, pickpockets, and 
violence were on the way up. Young people were taking drugs. After over a year in 
power, the governing party that was going to make the life of people better did not 
deliver on their promises...the rich got richer, and sadly, the poor were becoming 
poorer. What was desperately needed was a new or another political force to take 
over, stop the rot and work for the good of all the people, he cried out. However, the 
election was three and a half years away. Sadar began to write a series of articles in a 
local newspaper criticising the failure of the government to put in place fairer policies 
and to get a handle of corruption, crimes, and drug abuse.” 

“But, as I recalled, the Island had been in deep difficulty before, had is not?” 
I remarked. 

“True. In 1969 when the unemployed, especially the youth, were fed up, so 
they had rallied behind a new political party, the MMM, (Mouvement Millitant 
Mauricien). Driving the party forward were Paul Bérenger (a Franco-Mauritian), Dev 
Virahsawmy (a Telegu speaker), and Jooneed Jeerooburkhan (a Muslim). Their 
primary intention was to appeal to the poor and working-class people of all 
backgrounds with a radical programme of socialist change. The lack of economic 
progress at the time had enabled the MMM to make significant gains in the closely 
fought 1976 General election and they won 40 percent of the votes and thirty-four of 
the 70 assembly seats. The success was partly due to the lowering of the voting age to 
eighteen in 1975, and the fact that the ruling coalition hurt itself by putting up 
incompetent and corrupt candidates, failing to win the support of trade unions, and 
maintaining unpopular positions regarding the Chagos Archipelago and the United 
States military presence on Diego Garcia. Conversely, the MMM had favoured 
returning to the island sovereignty the Chagos Archipelago, of which Diego Garcia 
was a part.” 

“If there was economic recovery once then the same could happen again 
surely?” I rebutted. 

“..Yes, but the party in power had sadly allowed the country to fall deeper 
and deeper into corruption and all sorts of ills,’ Cassandra said. “Until a new party 
took over and saved Mauritius from its illness, Sadar had found a way of making good 
money and as far as he was concerned, he was using his skills at playing pool and 
cards to take money from those who had taken from others. He could see nothing 
improper about it, as he felt there was a sense of justice in his ways and he wished 
Fareeda would understand that. Walking away from the person he loved was 
impulsive but tough for him. That was not what he wanted. A man’s gotta do what a 
man’s gotta do, was his guiding principle. 

Later that day Sadar arrived at Shavandar’s palace with a hangover. 

‘Why are you looking so gloomy, my friend?’ asked Shavandar as he walked 
Sadar into his lounge. 

“Too much booze...! Besides, Fareeda broke up with me last night.’ 

‘Ah! Not a great loss my friend, she was not right for you... I already told you 
so.” 

Leaving Sadar standing, Shavandar took a seat on his high chair, which he 
customarily used whenever he addressed people he perceived as his subordinate. It 
gave him a sense of grandeur. Most people, including Sadar, whenever they saw him 
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sitting in that high chair of his, felt intimidated and experienced a sense of weakness. 
With his eyes fixed on Sadar, after taking a puff from his Cuban cigar, Shavandar 
enquired, 

‘Are you ready to begin work?’ 

‘Of course!’ Sadar answered gleefully. “What have you got for me?’ 

Just as Shavandar was about to respond to Sadar, the phone rang and he lifted 
the receiver, pushing his chest forward as he answered, 

“Yes, Shri Dewan Shavandar speaking.’ 

Shavandar listened patiently to the voice on the other end of the phone then he 
instructed the caller, ‘If you have to supply 1000 litres of milk and the cows have only 
produced 800 litres, then, add 200 litres of water idiot...’ and he banged the receiver 
down causing Sadar, who had heard the telephone conversation, to jump. 

Shavandar turned and glanced at Sadar. He could see the shocked expression 
on his face. 

‘Did you hear that?’ he asked. 

‘Err... Yes,’ Sadar shakily replied, ‘I’m beginning to understand.’ 

“This Shavandar doesn’t appear to suffer fools gladly,” I said. 

“You could say that,” Cassandra concurred and continued. 

“In response to Sadar, Shavandar had replied: ‘Goooood. Now, I need to find 
you something to do, but it must be something of interest to the people,’ Shavandar 
stressed. 

‘Tell me Sadar,’ he asked softly, ‘What do most people really want in life?’ 

‘Uhm... well, people want to get rich quickly. They... they want to do as little 
as possible and get lots of money. They want to win the lottery and be a millionaire 
overnight. They... they want to have a house they can call home and a nice car to 
drive around in...’ 

Shavandar leaned forward. With his right elbow resting on the arm of the chair 
and his right-hand cupping his chin he looked directly at Sadar, caressing his lips with 
his forefinger, he asked, 

‘Can YOU Sadar realise their dream?’ Sadar froze. 

He did not expect Shavandar would lay that burden on his shoulders. 

‘I beg your pardon.’ 

“Well, if people want all of those things you listed, we must find a way to help 
them achieve them,’ Shavandar winked... 

‘Oh, of course,’ he said cautiously. ‘But how?’ 

‘That is up to you to figure something out. You must come up with a good 
plan. Let us call it a good business strategy. Don’t tell me you’ve already forgotten 
what I told you when we first met?’ Shavandar asked. 

Sadar nodded hesitantly. ‘Err... remind me, please.’ 

‘My dear Sadar, to be successful in business you need to be good at it,’ 
Shavandar reminded Sadar. 

‘And a way to create a successful business is to follow one simple golden 
rule... I like to call it profit. No matter how ruthless you need to be, as long as you are 
making profit, you will always do well.’ 

Sadar reflected deeply on Shavandar’s words of wisdom, and then he 
straightened himself wearing a small grin on his face. Slowly the grin got bigger and 
bigger and he began to talk through an idea on how he thought he could make people 
rich. Shavandar could see the merits in what Sadar was proposing. After giving it 
some consideration, including the associated pitfalls, he was willing to take a punt and 
back Sadar’s idea and gave him the green light to get to work on it. 
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‘Thank you Shavandar. I’ll get cracking immediately,’ an excited Sadar said as 
he bid goodbye, leaving an equally happy Shavandar behind who saw this project as a 
way of making him a lot of money.” 

“To shine you need three things,” I said, “Opportunity, ability and a little bit 
of luck!” I said aloud and questioned whether Shavandar was really interested in 
helping Sadar to shine. 

“Well,” Cassandra said, “unknown to Sadar, Shavandar was not in the least 
interested in anyone’s welfare other than his own. He could not care less whether 
people were sleeping in subways or not. He was only concerned with number one. His 
mind was on how he could make money. He knew that the unsuspecting Sadar would 
put his brilliant mind to work and put his idea into practice, which he intended to 
manipulate to his full advantage. When Sadar had left Shavandar, he went straight to 
see Asamal, an old acquaintance who owned a printing business. He ordered 
certificates and other documentation. 

‘lll get them ready for collection in a couple of days,’ Asamal promised. 

“You do that. Thank you,’ Sadar said. 

They shook hands and he left. 

Meanwhile, Sadar made his way to an estate agent. The latter immediately 
showed him pictures of empty offices available to rent. The office Sadar eventually 
ended up renting was no bigger than a huge cupboard with a door and a small circular 
window. The only plus side to it was that it was located at Barkly Wharf, Port Louis 
near to Caudan Waterfront, a popular shopping centre. It was a commercial 
development on Paradise Island, and included shops, banking facilities, casinos, 
cinemas, restaurants, a marina, and a five star hotel. He did not intend to receive 
people there; it was merely a place from where he could operate. It also served as a 
business address he could use which would add credibility to his business. 

Using the start-up money Shavandar gave him, he paid one-year’s rent upfront 
under a false name. During the next two days, he prepared himself to make and 
receive calls. He rehearsed his voice so that he could sound like a professional 
stockbroker offering investment opportunities. His aim was to impress his potential 
customers as much as he could, and instil confidence in them so that they would be 
willing to part with their money. 

Amazingly, a week after he had started to make random calls to people, 
persuading them to invest in shares that were supposedly based overseas and 
promising high returns; several of them became interested in what he was offering. To 
add more interest, he offered free research reports, special discounts, and secret stock 
tips. As people flocked to buy shares from him, he issued false share certificates and 
other associated documents to make their investments seem credible. In order to hide 
the real nature of his scheme, he encouraged his investors to keep their investment 
secret, alleging that that way they would secure maximum returns. 

Whenever Sadar was in conversation on the phone to potential investors, he 
did not give his real name and he used lots of technical jargon, which had the effect of 
giving his business legitimacy. Being such a good talker, he exuded such confidence 
in people that even those who had modest savings in trusted banks began to withdraw 
their money in order to buy shares with his company.” 

At this point, the old man’s dog started to bark preventing me from listen to 
what Cassandra was saying. Fortunately, the barks woke up the old man. He and his 
dog, which was attached by a rope to his waist, suddenly got up and walked away. 

“Thank God for that,” I said and asked Cassandra to continue. 
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“When Shavandar saw the huge interest people were having in Sadar’s 
investment project, he became the first to buy shares. Unknown to Sadar; Shavandar’s 
intention was more deceitful than his was. Shavandar was only interested in making a 
fortune for himself. Most of his assets, he had acquired through cheating people out of 
their hard-earned cash and property. He made no distinction between the poor and the 
rich. As a moneylender, he had charged the borrowers huge interest and more often 
than not, debtors had lost whatever they had put down as collateral. As Shavandar was 
affiliated with the governing party, no one had dared challenge him or even tried to 
compete with him. Church leaders had spoken publicly about his methods and in vain 
begged the government to intervene and stop him preying on people, especially the 
poor and vulnerable. 

Whilst on the other hand, Sadar was merely making unsubstantiated claims of 
how profitable it would be for people to buy shares from him when knowingly in most 
cases they were so worthless that they would be impossible to sell, and in other cases 
they were non-existent. Albeit, the only people he intended to swindle were the rich 
so that he could help the poor.” 

Cassandra told me how life had taken a turn for the better and was on the up 
for Sadar. He was apparently living it up. Almost every other night, he was attending 
parties, drinking, gambling, and having a good time with women. In keeping with the 
life style he had chosen, he had moved from his one bedroom flat at Pointe Aux Sables 
and settled himself in a luxury apartment in Port Louis. He had bought himself a 
silver two-seater BMW sport convertible which he drove around regularly. Kali never 
stopped chasing him, but much to her displeasure, Sadar was always giving her the 
brush off which was not at all a wise thing to do, as she was not an easy woman to 
avoid or to ignore. Those who had tried it, had suffered. She was such a vindictive 
woman that whatever she could not get, she would set out to destroy. She felt that 
since she was the one who had given Sadar his first break by introducing him to the 
high life and now that he had become successful, he at least owed part of it to her—« 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 


Day 27 


Y he Novelty Cinema in Curepipe was showing a range of the latest movies, 
| both from Hollywood and Bollywood. I had not seen an Indian movie for a 
very long time, so I opted for the romantic drama Bollywood film Prem 


Ratan Dhan Payo (Translation: Received a treasure called love) which was playing at 
the time, with Salman Khan and Sonam Kapoor starring in the lead roles. 


The Novelty Cinema, Curepipe 


On that Monday afternoon when Cassandra and I had sat in the stall, I was filled with 
a sense of anticipation as it had received great reviews. Whilst waiting for the film to 
start, Cassandra filled the time with her story on Sadar. 


“On November 11, 2013, exactly seven years later, Sadar’s company ran into 
trouble and the investors began to get restless. The false assurances and promises 
Sadar had given began to surface making headlines in the newspapers leading the 
people to realise that they were heading for a big financial loss. Back in the village of 
Pailles, where Fareeda lived, over the last seven years, Sadar had become a household 
name. Everyone who had heard of him was talking about him and praising him. Some 
were referring to him as a genius, others as a saviour. They had heard of his plan for 
the homeless that even he was not aware of. Although Fareeda did not like the way 
Sadar had been making his money, and she had rejected the idea of making a life with 
him, unaware of the extent of his underhand dealings, she began to think that maybe 
there were some merits in his ways. A modern day Robin Hood, she thought.” 

“How interesting!” I thought. 

Cassandra said, “Secretly Fareeda still carried a torch for him. Since the day 
Sadar had walked away from her seven years ago, her life had not been the same. 
Despite her disappointment, she had managed to concentrate her efforts on looking 
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after her ailing father and spent the remainder of her time helping the children in the 
village with their ballet. Most of them, however, had begun to play truant, preferring 
to roam the streets committing petty thefts as opposed to attending school and 
preparing for a decent future. 

On the romantic side, a number of other men had attempted to court her for 
marriage but she would have none of it. She had set her heart on one man and one 
disappointment was too many for her. During the seven years since Sadar had split 
from her, she had never ran into Sadar again, but could not help seeing his face on 
posters and his occasional appearance on TV. She had even heard his voice on Radio 
plus—a local radio station. She was not even sure if he still remembered her. She 
listened to his radio interviews whenever there was one, and on some occasions she 
had been tempted to pick up the phone and call him but stopped short of doing so. It 
had been an odd experience and she still became upset when she thought about it. He 
had been like a beautiful dream. But just like all beautiful dreams, they rarely come 
true. 

“She could have reacted differently to Sadar’s misguided ways?” I thought.” 
From what I understood, Fareeda was undoubtedly a very beautiful woman. She was 
the Madhuri Dixit of _Dodoland, without the fame and dancing skills of that 
Bollywood actor. Had it not been for her high morals, things would have been 
different. Cassandra asserted that Fareeda was well respected in her village for her 
work with the children. 

“Fareeda had participated in a nationwide campaign to save the environment 
and create awareness about environmental issues.” Cassandra revealed. “Many men 
had come asking her hand for marriage. All of them were much closer to her way of 
thinking. Two of them impressed her most. One was a taxi driver, who was very good 
looking and they liked each other. He had grown up in the town of Quatre Bornes and 
he was the only child of a working class family. Sadly, he was a little rough around 
the edges. According to information available to Fareeda, he had the tendency to drink 
too much at functions and subsequently behave shamelessly. He still believed that a 
woman’s place was at home and that they were second-class citizens. Another 
prospective suitor had a respectable job. He worked for the police force, and although 
he was tall and handsome, he was boring to talk to and had no sense of humour. 
Fareeda could see there was going to be no laughter if she had a relationship with him. 
She politely gave him the brush off. 

In truth, after her heart had been set on Sadar, no one would have ever been 
good enough. Determined to dedicate her life to looking after her ailing father, she 
prodded along uncomplaining. Suddesh, pushing eighty-three, needed more and more 
help with his activities of living. His reliance on his daughter kept the latter fully 
occupied. Those who knew her had nothing but praise for her and wished they had a 
daughter like her to look after them when they were old and weak. Suddesh was also 
very appreciative for what his daughter did for him and on several occasions, he had 
wanted to hire a nurse to give his daughter a break, but Fareeda would not hear of it. 
She was determined to make the ultimate sacrifice, because that was the way she saw 
her role. People had commented on her broken relationship with Sadar and they could 
not understand how it could have happened because they were so perfect together. 

There was a rumour that her father may have stopped the relationship for 
selfish reasons, but those who knew better did not believe that. On many occasions 
when Suddesh had noticed the unhappiness on his daughter’s face, he had encouraged 
her to pick up the phone and call Sadar, and she had come close to doing it before 
backing away. She did not see it as proper for a woman to chase after a man. Suddesh 


131 


had began to think that if he had not been around whether things would have been 
better for the daughter he truly loved and appreciated. He got thinking. He knew he 
had to do something.” 

“T did like the idea that Suddesh wanted to help his daughter, and I began to 
think more of him. 

“Sunday December 22, 2013 was a beautiful sunny afternoon and because it 
was nearly Christmas with the New Year not that far away either, Port Louis was in 
the full swing of the holiday season. The streets of the capital were decorated with 
Christmas lights and wreaths of holly, and on almost every corner, a Santa Claus 
stood, tolling their bells for coins. The pavements were crowded with last minute- 
shoppers fearless of the pickpockets, which unfortunately was on the rise in 
Mauritius. It was time to complete her own shopping, Fareeda thought. She had very 
little money left. She thought about the people for whom she still had to buy gifts. All 
the children who still come to take lessons with her and, of course her father. For a 
moment she considered Sadar? Err...maybe not! How would she give it to him 
anyway? 

Fareeda jumped on the bus and headed for Port Louis’ largest department 
stores. The place was jam packed with people celebrating the Christmas spirit and the 
coming of the New Year by rudely elbowing other shoppers out of the way. When 
Fareeda had finished her shopping, she decided to go and visit Sam in his pawnshop 
which was located right in the centre of Port Louis as she had not seen for seven 
years. As she entered the shop, Sam immediately saw the hidden sadness on Fareeda’s 
face. 

“What’s up Fareeda? Why are you so sad?’ Sam enquired, looking concerned. 

Unable to contain her emotion, Fareeda put down her shopping bags, reached 
out, and hugged Sam, sobbing on his shoulder. The latter could not understand what 
was distressing Fareeda. The last time they had seen each other, he had witnessed how 
happy she was looking forward to making a life with Sadar. 

‘Is that young man making you unhappy? Where is he?’ 

‘Gone!’ 

‘Gone... gone where?’ Sam enquired with disbelief. 

‘Err... to chase a life of fame and riches, Sam.’ 

Just as Fareeda had completed that remark, a suave middle-aged man 
immaculately dressed in a black suit and white hat entered the shop. His eyes instantly 
fell on Fareeda, and he began to experience mixed feelings of sadness and happiness. 
He hesitated for a moment then walked slowly towards Fareeda... 

‘Hi,’ he said hesitantly, gazing at her tenderly. 

She looked even more beautiful than when he had first seen her, despite the 
years she had piled on. Fareeda immediately recognised the voice and turned round. 
She could not believe her eyes. For a moment, she wanted to rush into his arms and 
throw herself at him. However, she managed to exercise tremendous self-control. 
Maintaining her dignity, she answered, 

‘Hello.’ 

Her eyes fixed on Sadar. She could see the change in Sadar’s attire. No more 
the clown looking man she first met about thirteen years ago... 

‘I can see you have found the rich life you went to look for, you must be very 
happy?’ Fareeda remarked as Sam stood there watching the two of them. 

‘Yes I have found it. But, am I happy... no!’ 

‘Oh, how come?’ Fareeda enquired with a smirk on her face. 

‘Err... Ihave lost someone very precious in the process.’” 
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“He could not have been referring to Fareeda, could he?” I questioned. 

Cassandra nodded, “Yes, he was,” she confirmed. 

“Fareeda had suspected he was referring to her and she was quick to rebuke 
him... 

‘Don’t make me laugh. I am sure all the riches and the rich high life you have 
been living have more than compensated for it. And I have no doubt all the women 
around you have been falling at your feet or should I say into your bed,’ Fareeda 
snapped back. 

Sadar, shaking his head, felt it was best not to respond and fuel the situation. 
Instead, he turned to Sam and said, 

‘I have come to retrieve my gold medal. Here are the fifty thousand rupees 
you told me it would cost me to get it back.’ 

Removing his hand from his pocket, he extended it and placed the money he 
was holding into Sam’s hand. Sam grabbed the money. 

‘lll go and get it,’ he said as he trotted to the back to bring the medal. 

‘So he came to buy back his gold medal with dirty money!” Fareeda mumbled 
to herself, feeling a sense of revulsion, but her murmur was loud enough for Sadar to 
hear. 

Maintaining his cool, Sadar asked, 

‘How about you Fareeda and the school, are you still teaching those children 
how to survive poverty?’ 

Looking fiercely at Sadar, an angry Fareeda replied, 

‘Haven’t you heard? The school is closing. Most of the children have run 
away to follow a life of crime... they have chosen deceit above honesty.’ 

‘I am so sorry to hear that. Can I be of any help?’ 

Fareeda did not respond. She turned her back on Sadar and started to walk 
away. After a few steps, before walking out of the shop, she turned round briefly and 
told Sadar, 

“Why don’t you open a school with your money and teach them how to live an 
honest life,’ and she marched out leaving a stunned Sadar standing there in deep 
thought. 

His thoughts were interrupted by Sam. 

‘Here is your medal,’ he said, holding it in his hand. Sadar looked at the medal 
and then walked out of the shop without taking it. 

‘Take your medal with you!’ Sam shouted in vain. 

“I wonder why Sadar didn’t take back his medal; after all he paid Sam the 
money. Could what Fareeda had told him have had anything to do with it?” I looked 
at Cassandra for a response but it was not forthcoming. 

Instead, Cassandra said, “Sadar started to walk down the streets of Port Louis. 
As he was doing so, flashes of the happy moments he had with Fareeda, intertwined 
with visions of Kali and Shavandar began to disturb him. Fareeda is not for you, he 
heard Shavandar telling him. Kali is your future. He could feel his head spinning and 
loud deafening music was beating in his eardrums. In his mind, he could see images 
of himself inside a tunnel filled with water, and sensed his body bouncing from side to 
side as the slope carried him away. His feet could hardly support his body but he 
continued to walk aimlessly. As he arrived at a cross road, he decided to go to the 
other side and did so without caring about the oncoming traffic. One car stopped 
abruptly nearly hitting him to the ground. 

‘Are you crazy? You idiot,’ the driver shouted and swore angrily at him. 
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Sadar turned round and saluted the driver pinning two fingers to his forehead. 
After stopping at a shop window, he noticed his reflection and could not believe how 
he looked. He passed his hand over his head to tidy his hair. Suddenly the Angel 
emerged from it grinning at him. They stared at each other for a while. 

‘Don’t look so bewildered,’ the Angel told Sadar, ‘it’s me.’ 

“You! Where did you come from? What magic do you perform?’ 

‘Never mind that! You look quite smart in your black suit, white shirt and bow 
tie. Moreover, that hat really makes you look handsome. Didn’t I tell you that one day 
you would become rich and famous. Now, are you happy?’ asked the Angel expecting 
a positive response. 

Sadar stared at Angel, tongue-tied... 

“What is the matter Sadar? Don’t tell me you are unhappy?’ 

‘Yes, I’m sad.’ 

‘Oh! How come? You’ve got money and you are a big man. That was what 
you wanted, wasn’t it?’ 

Sadar reflected. 

“You know I’m not a big man. Yes, I’ve got money; I live the high life. Night 
after night I get invited to parties mixing with rich and influential people but...’ 

‘But what, Sadar?’ the Angel interrupted him. 

‘The most important bit is missing.’ 

‘Oh, what would that be?’ 

‘Love,’ Sadar replied, ‘love.’ 

For a brief moment, he saw Fareeda’s face flashed in front of his eyes. 

“You see, my dear Angel without that special someone to share your life with, 
no amount of riches or power can compensate for it.’ 

“Interestingly, it took Sadar seven years and one brief encounter with a 
woman in his past to make him realise that without love, he is nothing. What a hard 
lesson!” I thought. 

“Sadar felt bitter towards the Angel and tried to reach out in an attempt to grab 
hold of him and ring his neck, only to find his hands hit against the windowpane. In a 
blaze, the Angel vanished and Sadar saw his own reflection again. In frustration, he 
banged his head several times against the glass as if to drive out the demon that made 
him take the path he had taken. 

“How about Fareeda,”’ I thought, “she must have felt awful too. Tell me about 
her Cassandra,” I asked. 

“After she had left the pawnshop, Fareeda walked to the corner café where 
Sadar had first taken her to share a cup of tea. She sat at the same table where they 
had sat together seven years ago and she looked troubled. When Kalib, the manager 
of the café, saw how dreadful and distressed she looked, he brought her a cup of tea. 

‘Take this,’ Kalib said, as he extended his hands holding a cup and saucer. 

‘No Kalib, I don’t want any tea,’ Fareeda said softly clutching her purse in 
deep thought. 

“Why not? You always come here for tea.’ 

‘I don’t have enough money left to pay you.’ 

‘So what? This one is on me.’ 

In a flash, the door opened. Sadar walked in, he looked in the direction of 
Fareeda, and their eyes locked on each other. He stood still for a moment then made 
his way towards Fareeda’s table. 

‘Hello, Sadar,’ Kalib greeted him. 
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‘T have not seen you here for ages. Oh my, you do look superb. Sit down; Pll 
bring you a cup of tea.’ 

Still staring at each other, Fareeda immediately got on to her feet and as she 
attempted to walk out, Sadar stood in her way. 

‘Fareeda, please wait,’ Sadar beg softly, holding her arm. ‘I have something 
to tell you.’ 

Fareeda looking sternly at Sadar said, 

‘I don’t want to hear anything from you,’ and she freed her arm from him and 
again tried to walk away. 

However, a persistent Sadar once again grabbed her arm. 

“You have to listen to me. Please, sit down.’ 

Fareeda gave in and they sat down next to each other. 

‘A special cup of tea for you,’ Kalib said, as he handed the cup to Sadar. 

Just as he was about to hand another cup to Fareeda, Sadar passed his cup over 
to Fareeda who hesitantly took it. Kalib then handed the other cup of tea to Sadar 
before walking away leaving the pair to themselves. Whilst Fareeda was lifting her 
teacup to her mouth to take a sip, Sadar said, 

‘Do you remember the day we had tea here together?’ 

Fareeda, without taking a sip, lowered her cup on to the saucer keeping quiet 
with her eyes looking down as her mind went back to that momentous day, wiping a 
tear in the corner of her eye. 

“We made promises to each other. We had a dream,’ Sadar softly reminded 
her. 

‘I told you we would have a home and children. We would send them to 
school. I really meant it.’ 

Tears began to run down Fareeda’s cheeks as she listened to what Sadar was 
saying. 

‘I’ve been trying to make it come true for us,’ Sadar explained. 

Gradually, Fareeda found her voice. She turned and looked into the eyes of 
Sadar and asked in a sad voice, 

‘Do you have to do it dishonestly, by cheating people?’ 

She abruptly ended the conversation and got up to walk away, but Sadar was 
not ready to let Fareeda go. 

‘Please, try to understand me. Am J that bad?’ he asked, but Fareeda remained 
silent, uncompromising and continued to walk away. 

Sadar pursued her. He grabbed her arm, and raising his voice, he said, 

‘I am taking from those who took from others. Why do you pity them?’ 

“Yeah, he is acting like the legendary Robin Hood, what’s wrong with that 
Fareeda?” I commented. 

“Turning her head and staring into Sadar’s eyes, Fareeda replied with deep 
anger in her voice, 

‘the only person I pity is you. Have you considered where this road will lead 
you to?’ 

She turned her head to the side to hide her face with her hand as she sobbed. 

“You want me as your wife, but when you end up in jail, whose wife will I be 

then? You want your children to go to school, what will they say when they 

are told by other children that their father is nothing but a hustler?’” 

“She has a point,” I reflected. 
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“With her hands covering her face and her head resting on a sidewall, the tears 
from Fareeda’s eyes began to pour down copiously, as a grim-looking Sadar walked 
towards her. 

Resting a soothing hand on her shoulder, he tried to calm her down. He looked 
at the woman he loved and still did, and could not bear to see her in such a distressed 
state, but he also felt quite misunderstood by her and he could not find a way to make 
her see things his way. 

‘Answer me this Fareeda, can people manage without money? Money is like 
the air we breathe and no one can do without it...’ 

‘Money! Money! Money!’ an infuriated and disappointed Fareeda screamed. 

‘Oh, my love can’t you see what you have done to us?’ she said as she briefly 

rested her head tenderly on his chest. 

Then raising her head and looking straight into his eyes, she shook her head 
and shouted out, 

“Oh, Sadar, you have shattered our dreams of a life together. What did I ever 
do to you for you to harm me so? The devil tempted you with a world of riches, 
luxuries, fast cars, smart clothes... did he also promise you happiness, love, and a life 
where you can walk with your head high? Did he, my love?’ 

‘Fareeda... please...’ 

‘No, let me go. You have lost everything for a sham world. You have sold 
yourself to a sequins world. Now, go back. I’m sure you can buy the love you need 
with all the money you’ve got and leave me alone,’ said Fareeda and she walked away 
leaving a speechless, desolate Sadar standing there reflecting on what he had done.” 

Cassandra stopped and sighed, then turning to me she said, ‘this is a true tale 
my friend and a month from now you can make a novel or a play out of it.’ 

“You never know,” I replied. 

“However, I haven’t finished yet,” said Cassandra and she added, 

“Unknown to Sadar, the Angel had followed him and had witnessed his entire 
conversation with Fareeda. 

‘Fareeda does not understand you, does she?’ a voice said. 

“Who said that?’ 

Sadar turned round to look to see who was there and he could see no one. 

‘Is that you Angel? If it is, show yourself and stop disguising your voice.’ 

Angel made himself visible next to Sadar. 

“Yes it is me.’ 

‘Have you been here all the time?’ 

‘Uh huh,’ the Angel nodded. ‘Well, what are you going to do, now that she has 
walked away from you with a grieving heart?’ 

Sadar feeling quite distraught, did not know what he could do to bring 
Fareeda, the love of his life, back into his aching arms. He kept thinking of her. 

Memories of the happy days they had together kept creeping in and out of his 
tired mind intertwined with flashes of wicked, sexy Kali dancing and singing 
tantalising him to participate. He could hear Kali telling him to forget about Fareeda. 
In another clip, he could see unemployed boys and girls singing and dancing in the 
street near the market in Port Louis. Despite their poverty, they looked so happy and 
hopeful. Sadar wandered aimlessly like a lonely star, haunted by visions of his past 
followed by the Angel— # 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 


Day 28 


memory of the fight for freedom of the slaves in Mauritius...indeed in the 

world. Cassandra thought we should spend a day there and so I hopped into 
her car and off we went to visit this amazing site. The monument at the foot of the 
mountain is comprised of sculptures carved in stone from artists representing 
countries that have supplied slaves to Mauritius grouped around a centrepiece 
sculptured by an Mauritian artist. 


j e Morne Brabant is home to UNESCO's World Heritage site dedicated to the 
y= \ 


Le Morne Brabant 


It was a very peaceful place to visit, but one cannot help but feel an eerie force anda 
shiver run down your spine when you cast your eyes aloft towards the top of the 
mountain from where the last slaves faced westwards towards Africa and jumped to 
their death to escape capture...not knowing that slavery had been abolished. 

It is a stark reminder of man’s inhumanity to man. However, the name of one 
man kept haunting me. It was that of Sadar. 


“After Fareeda had returned to her home, she went straight to her room to put 
all of the presents she had bought on her bed, after which she went into her father’s 
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bedroom where she had left him sleeping. As she entered the room, she was shocked 
to find her father dead in his bed. Resting on his chest was a letter he had written and 
addressed to Fareeda: 


My dear Fareedun, 


You will never know how much it burty me to be 
writing this letter to you. By the time you get to read 
it, I wl be gone forever and yow will be free. Yow 
hove giver me so much happinesy by the way yow 
have cared for me all these years and it ix time yow 
howe some happiness too, God knows yow deserve it. 

Whilst you were gone, I called for Sadar and 
we talked. He ix wa fine maw and everything he did, 
he did for you. So, please do not misjudge hiw for 
the errors of hix ways. 

I have seen the pain yow have carried iw your 
heart since you and Sadar parted company. I have 
witnessed the changes iw you and I have admired 
the way yow have coped with the impossible and 
maintained your dignity. I know you love Sadar 
still and so doey he. Do not allow the differencey 
between you, to keep yow apart...yow two were made 
for each other and you both belong together. 

My dear daughter, forgive me, if yow ever can, 
for what I am about to do and thank yow for the 
many yeary of care, love and happiness you have 
bestowed upow me. I aw so proud to have had w 


daughter like you: 
Goodbye, sweet daughter of mine. Suddesw 


“After Fareeda had finished reading the letter, she noticed an empty bottle of 
Digoxin tablets resting on his bedside table. A prescription Fareeda herself had gone 
to the pharmacy to buy for him a week before. Leaning forward, she hugged her 
father and then rested her face on his chest, tears crawling down her cheeks, 
wondering what her life would be like now that Suddesh was no more. She felt a 
sudden helplessness engulfing her... 

‘Oh, father, father, why did you forsake me?’ 

“Why indeed,” I asked too but received no answer. 

“Suddesh,” Cassandra said, “died leaving behind two daughters and two 
grandchildren. The death certificate stated that he had died in his sleep through 
natural causes. Many people, excluding Sadar, attended the burial ceremony. With 
her father gone and very few children attending her school, her world imploded. At 
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first, it seemed like there was nothing she could do, but to stand there and let it 
happen. Breaking off with Sadar had been harder that she had thought. Memories of 
that last night outside her house, when Sadar had walked away without even turning 
his head to give her one last look—no kiss, no hint of regret—as if what they had 
shared had meant nothing to him, had travelled with her and had never stopped 
paining her. During the seven years they had not talked to each other, Fareeda had 
expected him to call, admitting that he missed her, but he had not. Then what 
appeared to be a chance meeting at the pawnshop, and after reading her dead father’s 
letter, it made her think that it was not a chance meeting at all. 

As she stood by her bedroom window, looking out, she reflected on the 
content of her father’s letter, and finding it difficult to do what her father would have 
wanted her to do, she agonised over it. It suddenly dawned on her that not only can 
love be so painful but sometimes too much of it can be one’s own poison. Desperate 
as she was to have a family of her own, she was glad she had never followed the 
latest craze in Dodoland society and slept with him before marriage, possibly having 
his child. Nice as a child would have been, it also would have meant that she would 
have had a piece of Sadar and although this might have made missing him less of a 
problem, this was not the kind of memory she wanted. She had too often seen the 
adverse effects on a child who had had to grow up in a single parent family and had 
always criticised those who had allowed it to happen, whilst accepting that in some 
cases it may have been unavoidable. 

Fareeda, mourning for Suddesh, spent the next twelve months on her own, 
confining herself within the boundary walls of the house her father had left for her in 
his will. She had always had a good relationship with her elder sister Zubeeda, a 
drop-dead gorgeous brown-haired woman with an innocent face and an hourglass 
figure. Before the latter got married, they used to spend lots of time together. Now 
that they lived so far away from each other, the only time they spent together was 
when they could catch each other on Skype. Still, the fact that they were able to 
communicate with each other had made Fareeda feel less lonely. For Fareeda, the 
death of her father seemed to have hit her more than that of her mother, perhaps 
because of the many years she had spent looking after Suddesh, which may have 
created a stronger bond.” 

“Cassandra and I moved a bit further towards Port Louis Market and we 
came to a bridge. Sitting on the bridge in the soft May gloaming, I, in turn, decided to 
pitch her, a short tale. It was basically true, though I altered the minor details. I made 
out that I was a novelist from London, who was looking for a good story to tell the 
folks at home...” 

“Cassandra interrupted me, ‘and you find my tale interesting?” 

“By God! Yes! I whispered, drawing my breath in sharply, it is all pure Sidney 
Sheldon stuff.” 

“So, you believe me,” Cassandra said gratefully. 

“Of course I do,” and I held out my hand. “TI believe everything out of the 
common. The only thing to distrust is the normal. So please continue.” 

“Since the departure of Suddesh, Fareeda was in a constant state of tiredness 
even though she did very little. Each time she looked at the picture of Suddesh 
hanging on the wall with a candle burning bright next to it and a garland around the 
picture frame, the tears began to flow. Maybe if I have a shower, she thought, she 
would shake off the aches and pains that had been bothering her. As she was about to 
do so, her cell phone buzzed and she answered. 

‘Hey, it’s me,’ the voice on the other end said. 
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It was her sister Zubeeda calling from Canada. 

‘Hello.’ 

Suddenly the tears began to roll down Fareeda’s cheeks. There was a long 
silence. 

‘Fareeda, are you all right?’ Zubeeda asked sounding worried. 

‘Err... I guess so,’ Fareeda answered faintly. 

‘Look, it is not good you staying in that house on your own. How about you 
come and spend some time with me in Canada?’ 

‘Maybe later. Right now I need to be here.’ 

“Why? There is no one there for you...oh! Wait a minute; don’t tell me... It’s 
Sadar, isn’t it?’ 

“Well, I don’t know,’ Fareeda replied hesitantly. 

‘Have you two been talking to each other?’ 

‘Not since the last time we met at the pawnshop. Err... I have a lot of missed 
calls from him.’ 

‘And...’ 

‘I just don’t want to talk to him,’ Fareeda said. 

Fareeda was convinced that her father would still be alive if it was not for 
Sadar, and she never told anyone, including her sister, that her father had committed 
suicide in order to free her. After learning what her father had done, she felt an 
immediate resentment towards Sadar, but buried beneath a pile of hate, was an 
abundance of love fighting to erupt... 

‘On second thought, leave everything,’ Zubeeda said, ‘Come and live in 
Canada, you will be happier here. Besides we will have more time to spend together 
like we used to.’ 

‘T’ll think about it, Fareeda responded. 

After chit chatting for a while, they hang up. Fareeda had always feared the 
culture shock of moving to a different society but had never ruled the option out 
completely. 

Her income was at its rock bottom, she needed to pick herself up and find 
something different. Whilst the house she inherited was worth quite a bit, the small 
savings she had, was not going to keep her afloat forever, thus a new source of 
income was needed. Anyway, I want to stop here.” 

“You can’t stop there!” I protested. ‘At least tell me if Fareeda managed to 
overcome her financial deficit.” 

“Okay. One year following the death of Suddesh, Fareeda’s mood did lift as 
she knew she had to pick herself up. She had always had a passion for dancing since 
the age of three but had never had the time to devote to it until now. After finding the 
energy and courage to pick herself up, she found a school where she could go and 
practice the art of Kathak—one of the eight forms of Indian classical dance—and after 
following a course, dancing seven hours a day non-stop, she became a trained 
professional Kathak dancer. She began to participate in stage shows where she earned 
positive reviews from critics. Slowly her popularity rose for her crowd-pleasing dance 
act. 

Months later, a producer gave her a small role in a play scheduled at Le Plaza theatre, 
Rose-Hill. Ironically, she played the role of a poor girl who fell in love with a rich and 
arrogant boy and later left home to marry him. The play became a hit and her 
performance earned her the Best Actress Award. Other acting roles followed and she 
continued to pull her audience in and kept them glued to their seats, mostly because of 
her dancing. Six months later, Fareeda launched her own dance academy through an 
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online website called Dance with Fareeda. It taught all types of dance forms such as 
Bollywood waltz, samba, and more. In spite of her busy career, she found the time to 
devote to fund-raising events that encouraged people to donate money to support 

initiatives such as providing solar power to villages without electricity. She was a 
great believer in the conservation of endangered species and lent her support to 
charity projects designed to create awareness and raise vital funds for their protection. 

In a radio interview, Fareeda said, ‘Every one has a dream to get a perfect life 
partner. Unfortunately, it did not happen for me. Shame!’ she said. 

Adorned with soft gorgeous looks, she was not easily intimidated, but she was 
an incurable romantic with a tendency to be emotional, sensitive, and concerned about 
her standing in the community. She admitted that the darkest moment in her life was 
the breakdown of her relationship with Sadar, which had left her feeling lonely. When 
asked if she still had feelings for Sadar, she replied, 

‘He was an extremely important part of my life,’ and refused to elaborate any 
further.— 2 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 


Day 29 


at an elevation of about 850 feet (260 m) between Savanne and the Black 
River districts where the cascades are formed on the River du Capano 
flowing through an “amphitheatre of abrupt rocks”. It is a wooded plateau. The 
village is known for its “hushed bucolic vibe and cool breezes”. It is 6 kilometres 
(3.7 mi) from the coast. Fauna noted in the forest surrounding the town is tortoise. 


Caw is a village located in the western hills on the west coast of Mauritius 


Chamarel coloured earth 


Today it is primarily known for its scenic locations and nature attractions in its 
neighbourhood, among them are the Seven Coloured Earths, the Chamarel 
Falls, Ebony Forest Chamarel and the Black River Gorges National Park. The 
surrounding area is also known for its locally grown coffee. Chamarel’s church Saint 
Anna was built is 1876 and is subject to a pilgrimage on the Assumption of 
Mary (August 15), during which the village hosts a fair associated with the 
pilgrimage as well. 


Cassandra had decided to take me there and I could not wait to see it again 
and admire the change that had taken place over the years. When we arrived and I 
saw how beautiful it still looked, I suddenly wondered where the name Chamarel had 
come from. 


(To 


“The Chamarel village,’ Cassandra explained, “is named after the 
Frenchman Charles Antoine de Chazal de Chamarel, who lived in the area around 
1800. In the past, the entire area of the village belonged to him. Mathew Flinders who 
was captured in Mauritius during the Napoleonic war was hosted by Chamarel in his 
estate. However, the local residents of the village call the area the ‘Valley of Blacks,’ 
she said.” 


“How interesting! Thank you for that piece of information. Now back to your 
story about Sadar and Fareeda,” I said. 


“Oh yes. Since their last time at the pawnshop, Fareeda had blocked every 
attempt Sadar had made to open a dialogue. Fareeda standing on her pride had 
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continued her journey with a dancing career that was flourishing, leaving Sadar to 
continue his. For Sadar, despite all his riches and high life, he had begun to lose 
interest in everything. Nothing seemed so important to him any more. He spent hours 
trawling the streets, looking for his past. 

In an attempt to cheer him up, the Angel told him that Shavandar was holding 
yet another party and that he should forget his troubles and go there for a good time. 
He did not want to. 

All of a sudden, he found himself near Pailles village in a fenced square filled 
with a crowd of boys playing with a tennis ball. They were playing an ancient game 
called cassé-cotte. Sadar was walking on the road running along side the square. He 
stopped and looked with fascination as he used to play that game when he was 
younger. One of the lads threw the ball so high that it went outside the fence. 

‘Hey mister, could you pass me that ball please.’ 

Sadar picked up the tennis ball and as he was throwing it over the fence the lad 
recognised his face and alerted the others. Looking very glad, they rushed through the 
gate and ambushed him. 

‘Sadar!’ one person shouted, ‘when are the houses going to be ready? 

“Yes, when?’ a second man was just as curious, ‘I am tired sleeping in the 
subway.’ 

‘Err... what houses,’ Sadar replied with embarrassment in his voice. 

He did not know what they were gibbering about. 

“The houses you promised us,’ the second man reminded Sadar. 

‘Here,’ 

Another man pulled out a flyer from his pocket and handed it to Sadar. 

“You see it clearly states: a house for every family and it’s signed by you— 
Sadar. That is your signature and your picture, isn’t it?’ 

Sadar was shocked when he looked at the flyer. He had never seen it and he 
could see that someone had forged his signature, but he did not want to say that. 
Instead, he looked at them and said, 

‘There are some technical problems to be ironed out.’ 

‘Technical problems...! What sort of technical problems? You’re not trying to 
deceive us, are you?’ 

Sadar shook his head hesitantly. 

‘Not at all.’ 

‘Stop bugging him!’ a voice shouted. 

‘If Sadar says he will provide us with houses, then he will,’ said Shakila, 
taking a shielding position in front of Sadar, her arms opened wide apart. 

Sadar immediately recognised Shakila’s voice; she was no other than the 
woman who had given him two cakes free of charge twelve years ago. 

“Sadar is like my son,” Shakila said. “He would not deceive us. He was one of 
us once and he knows what it is like to live on the streets. You would not deceive us, 
would you Sadar?” 

Sadar shook his head involuntarily. “No,” he replied, with an embarrassing 
smile. 
7 He was enraged. He suspected that Shavandar had something to do with the 
bogus advert and he was livid. He felt betrayed. He got on his feet and went straight to 
see Shavandar. 

Hours later, Sadar arrived at Shavandar’s palace. He pushed past the door 
attendant and went into the lounge where Shavandar was sitting on his throne-style 
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chair having his nails manicured. Although Shavandar gave Sadar a welcoming smile 
when he saw him entering the room, Sadar was in a fighting mood. 

‘Did you put out this flyer?’ he asked Shavandar as he showed it to him. 

‘Not me...,’ he replied categorically. ‘Why don’t you ask Kali? You upset her 
last week when you rejected her multiple advances and then left in such a hurry.’ 

‘Where is that woman?’ Sadar asked angrily. ‘I am going to ring her neck.’ 

‘Don’t worry Sadar,’ Shavandar said, trying to diffuse the situation, 

‘She meant no harm. It is just her way of teasing you. Besides, these people 
live on dreams and it was you who made public speeches selling them the dream.’ 

‘I did not,’ 

Sadar firmly denied the allegation of giving false hope to needy people. 

‘I only sold fake shares to those who had money. It had never been my 
intention to rob the poor or to give them false expectation. I certainly would never 
have put out such a contemptible flyer,’ Sadar said angrily. 

‘Shavandar, I know you were behind this and I am severing my relationship 
with you right from this very moment, and I will tell the people that you are the one 
who gave them false hope and forged my signature on this flyer...’ 

On hearing this, a fierce looking Shavandar jumped out of his chair. 

‘Do you seriously think I need you? I can get rid of you just like that,’ he said, 
as he snapped his fingers. 

‘However, you cannot break away from me. You owe me.’ 

And on that note he turned his back defiantly and walked back towards his 
throne-style chair leaving a shocked Sadar standing there staring at him, reflecting on 
his words. 

Covering his ears with his hands Sadar shouted, 

“Take back your money, and leave me alone! I am so tired.’ 

Sitting in his chair, with his hand resting on the armrests, Shavandar reminded 
Sadar, 

‘Do not forget I bought shares in your company. I will tell them how you sold 
fake shares and I will sue you, and encourage others to do the same.’ 

Shavandar’s statement unsettled Sadar, and he just did not know what to do 
for the best. Whilst he was leaving Shavandar’s palace he heard Kali calling his name. 
He turned his head and noticed she was standing against a huge pillar located in the 
hall in Shavandar’s palace, smoking a pipe. It was obvious she had overheard the 
exchange of words between him and Shavandar.” 

“Oh, no the bitchy Kali,” I said feeling sorry for Sadar. 

“Sadar looked at Kali, ‘What are you doing here?’ he asked. 

‘How come you are in such a hurry, Sadar?’ Kali asked tantalisingly. “You’re 
not rushing to that peasant of a woman? I hear she is quite a dancer now, flaunting her 
cheap arse in public, how degrading!’ 

‘Leave her out of this you evil witch!’ Sadar said angrily. ‘Were you party to 
this scam?’ 

Sadar showed Kali the flyer. Kali glanced briefly at the flyer and then said, 

‘Sadar, Sadar, once upon a time you were a no body, working in a café earning 
pittance. Now you are a rich man, with a car, a house, fine clothes and you move in 
high society. Wherever you go, people respect you. So, stop worrying about these 
good for nothing people and forget about this country girl Fareeda. You need 
someone like me. After all, I was the one who gave you a taste of the good life. The 
people respect you far more than Shavandar... come back to me, we are one of a 
kind.’ 
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“You are evil, get away from me. I’m going back to my previous life so I can 
be with my kind.’ 

‘Don’t be so foolish. Remember Sadar, your kind are looked down on by 
society, they are called peasants, wasters, good for nothing and often regarded as 
crooks. If you want to be a crook, then, why not join the big time, be a big shot with 
money and power. No one would dare call you a crook. Instead, they would kiss your 
feet and call you Sir, just like they do to Shavandar.’ 

‘But I don’t want to work for Shavandar anymore.’ 

‘Who said you have to?’ 

‘T have to; Shavandar says he will sue me if I split from him.’ 

Kali slipped her pipe in her mouth and took a small puff, and then she advised, 

“Yes I can see why. Shavandar does exploit people and he even exploited you 
for his ends. That does not mean you have to split from him Sadar, just double-cross 
him.’ 

Cunningly, Kali with her venomous tongue and devious mind, had planted the 
seed of deceit and revenge in Sadar’s head. This would be her ultimate retribution on 
Shavandar. Sadar thought for a moment... 

“Yeah, that’s what I will do...’ 

Without wasting any time, Sadar worked out a plan on how to bring down 
Shavandar.” 

Cassandra paused to take a breath, whilst I tried to guess Sadar’s plan. When 
Cassandra was ready to continue, I was all ears. 

Cassandra began telling me about the call Sadar had made to Asamal... 

‘Hello, Asamal here,’ the voice on the other end of the phone said. 

‘This is Sadar speaking. I need some leaflets and posters printed in a hurry. 
Are you up for it?’ 

‘No problem.’ 

“When can you come round?’ 

‘How about this afternoon, say 5.00 P.M.?’ 

‘Okay, Pll see you then.’ 

The line went dead. Sadar had decided to print and distribute fresh leaflets and 
stick new posters everywhere informing people of an amended scheme he called ‘rent 
to buy.’ ‘With just one thousand rupees, you could own your own house’ he 
advertised. ‘Those interested should come and sign up immediately’. 

The moment the information had gone out, young and old, rich and poor liked 
the scheme and flooded Sadar’s office bringing along their life savings with them. As 
people registered their names, unknown to Shavandar, Sadar made them shareholders 
and partners. For several days he made himself available to people, collecting their 
signatures and contributions. When everybody interested had signed up, Sadar put all 
the money he had collected into a suitcase, and as he was about to carry it to 
Shavandar’s palace, a woman entered his office with a beautiful young boy by her 
side. She was wearing a black dress with a black scarf covering her head. As their 
eyes met each other, they both stopped and stood there. It was as if the air around 
them had suddenly frozen and they were like two statues with their eyes fixed on each 
other. 

‘Who is that man grandma and why is he staring at you?’ 

‘Don’t be frightened, my grandson. He will not harm us,’ Gigi said. ‘He is a 
friend I used to know, years ago.’ 

‘I am not frightened of him. ...but.err...if he is a friend as you said, why is he 
not smiling at us? Is he not pleased to see us?’ 
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“What a very inquisitive boy he is,”’ I commented. 

“’..and unintimidated,” Cassandra added and then went on to say, “At this 
point Sadar moved gently forward. As he was doing so, the boy stood in front of his 
grandmother, and Gigi rested her hands on his shoulders. Sadar approached them, 
squatted in front of the boy and in a pleasant voice, he asked, 

“What is your name, young man?’ 

‘David,’ he answered taking his forefinger out of his mouth. 

‘Nice name and how old are you, David?’ 

‘Five... You are not going to hurt us, are you?’ 

‘Me...hurt you...no, no, no.’ Sadar tried to reassure the boy. “Your grandma 
and I knew each other quite a long time ago.’ 

“Aren’t you friends anymore?’ 

‘Hmm...we are but we sort of drifted apart.’ 

‘Don’t you like my grandma anymore?’ 

“What makes you think that David?’ 

‘By the way you looked at her,’ David replied. 

“Oh and how was that?’ 

‘Serious! Like you two fell out with each other!’ 

‘Oh!’ Sadar was lost for words. 

Since Gigi Pudnam and Sadar parted company eighteen years ago, they had 
neither seen nor heard from each other. Neither of them was sure how they should 
greet each other. 

‘If you two were such good friends, how come you have not hugged each 
other? That is what friends normally do, isn’t it?’ David asked. 

‘David, don’t be rude.’ 

‘Sorry grandma.’ 

For a five-year- old child, David was fairly tall for his age. With his neat frizzy 
hair, black eyes and well-shaped cheekbone he was extremely handsome and chatty. 

‘T think I will go and sit over there and let you two talk, as I’m sure you must 
have lots to talk about,’ David said as he walked over to and sat at Sadar’s desk. 

Sadar shook his head and smiled. Turning to address Gigi, he asked: 

‘And how are you Gigi?’ 

‘T am fine.’ 

‘So you got married...’ 

‘Yes,’ she lied, ‘but I lost my husband almost a year ago’. 

‘Oh I’m sorry to hear that...err... how many children have you got?’ 

‘Just the one son and David is his son. How about you, Sadar? No doubt you 
are married with lots of children,’ she said with a gentle smile. 

‘No, no, no,’ Sadar replied. 

‘Oh, how come, a handsome man like you?’ 

Sadar grinned. ‘I never got round to it, I suppose.’ 

Suddenly there was a long silence as if both of them had run out of things to 
say. After staring at each other for a few seconds, Gigi said, 

‘T heard of your housing scheme and I would like to contribute, but all I have 
is this ring.” When Sadar looked at the ring, he recognised it immediately. He had 
given it to her as a token of their love shortly before they had broken up. It was a cute 
little solitaire diamond ring which, although when they parted she stopped wearing it, 
she had, nevertheless, treasured it... 

‘Don’t worry, I will pay in the money for you,’ Sadar reassured her... 

‘Thank you.’ 
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Gigi really wanted to hug him and give him a kiss, but decided to simply touch 
his hand and say goodbye— # 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 


Day 30 


t was Monday April 10. After our meeting yesterday Cassandra and I could 

not meet today, so I decided to spend the morning visiting the house where I 

was born which was in a small village bearing the name of Beau Bois, 
located on the Northeast side of the Island—five miles away from its capital city Port 
Louis. 


Beau Bois village 


Standing on a rocky path, here I was, after forty-seven years of living in Kent, having 
returned to my native land to kiss the ground where my life started. 

Upon a vast piece of land, there once lay a thatch cottage. Alas, the cottage 
was nowhere to be seen. For some stupid reason I had expected the cottage to be still 
standing there, most probably because I was under the misconception that everything 
lasts forever. I felt a touch of nostalgia engulfing me as I feasted my eyes on the empty 
spot where the cottage once stood and I could not help but wonder what had 
happened to it. 

The streams and rivers which used to surround the cottage and in which I had 
swum half-naked, the plain fields in which I had played and the orchards that I had 
robbed were abandoned. The area had changed dramatically. The beautiful streams 
had run dry, the water in the rivers were no more, and the paths leading to them were 
covered with long grass, as if nature itself felt ashamed and had deliberately 
obstructed the passage preventing anyone trying to walk through. The beautiful green 
meadows where the cows used to graze were no more. 

The echoes of the nearby mountain incessantly repeated the hollow murmurs 
of the winds that shook the neighbouring forests, but near the spot where the cottage 
once stood, all was calm and still. 

Nearly a century ago, although it felt more like a hundred and fifty years ago, 
a small family of five had lived in that cottage but none of the locals remembered 
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them. It was as if they never existed. Is that surprising? Of course not. As we all 
know: out of sight is out of mind. 

Turning my head to my right, a short distance away from where I stood, I 
noticed, still standing mightily, was a small Tamil temple, which I had frequented in 
my formative years. The remaining locals were still using it. Within this enclosure, 
reigned the most profound silence. The God-like statues scattered inside and around 
the temple, painted in red, black and white, the air and all the elements surrounding 
the building were peaceful. Rarely did the echoes repeat the sermon of the priest who 
spent most of his time inside this holy place, meditating. Soft candle lights illuminated 
the inside, with flames that could be seen from far, through the series of little Marvin 
Rotary windows which had been carved on the four sides of the building. This 
innovative design provided a unique feature—a sash that rotated in a full circle 
allowing just the right amount of venting. 

As I approached this place of worship, a man, who must have been over one 
hundred years old, was seated inside, near the altar. He was dressed in a dhoti - 
which is simply a rectangular piece of unstitched cloth, around 4.5 metres long, 
wrapped around the waist and the legs and knotted at the waist, resembling a long 
skirt. 

His feet were bare and a gold chain hung round his ankles, his face garnished 
with long white beard, and he had tied the few white hairs he had, back into a 
ponytail. Adorning his forehead was a tilak—a mark made of ashes on Hindu’s 
foreheads indicating his sectarian affiliation. The expression on his face was dignified 
and approachable. I bowed to him with respect, he returned the salutation, and after 
looking at me with earnestness, he signalled to me to come and take a seat on a mat in 
front of him. 

“I am the village priest,” the old man said in a gentle mature voice. 
“Somehow, with that brown straw Trilby hat on your head, you don’t look like you 
are from around here, my son? 

“T used to be, father,” I replied solemnly and with trepidation in my voice, 
“but that was many years ago when I was a little boy living in the thatch cottage 
which used to stand in the middle of that field outside there and now is no more.” 
After clearing my throat, I asked, “What happened to it father?” 

“What is the reason for your interest, son?” 

“T was born in that cottage, father,” I said as I lowered my eyes. 

“My son,” replied the priest. “As I recall, a cyclone visited the island and took 
it away. After that, almost everything changed around here. So much so, with the 
passing of time the new has replaced the old. It is what we call progress. As you can 
see all the areas, where thatch terrace-houses once stood, have been replaced with new 
houses made of bricks.” 

“Yes, I have noticed,” I remarked. “I also see the place where a sugarcane 
factory once stood, is in ruins and deserted. Stones and debris have covered the path 
where railway lines used to be for steamed locomotives to pass carrying canes to the 
factory.” 

The priest nodded. “You have observed well, my son. All of these have been 
destroyed in the name of progress and development.” 

The beautiful memories of my childhood had been forever destroyed, but only 
in physical forms, not in my mind. The quietness and beauty of the environment I grew 
up with have been replaced by annoyance of many kinds. A place I had so fondly 
loved and had cherished during my absence has turned out to be nothing but ancient 
history. Whilst I was away from it, I had yearned to behold, and to hold it once more 
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close to my bosom. Instead, my return made me feel neglected by it, and all my 
blissful emotions, perhaps somewhat irrational, had altered to bitterness and anger 
towards the developers and power hungry decision makers, who most probably have 
no appreciation for nature. 

After a brief silence, during which I leaned my face upon my hands in an 
attempt to recall the images of the past, I began to tell the priest of how surprised I 
was to see so much change, some for the better, and some for the worse. 

“T’ve just returned for a brief visit to check and see if it is worth coming to 
spend my retirement here, but I am sometimes made to feel like an alien from outer 
space in my own birthplace, father.” I felt my throat getting dryer and dryer. 

“You sound like you have been away for a long time, maybe to a magical land 
far away from here?” The priest said. 

“Yes, father. Thirty three years ago I went to Wales where I studied and 
carved a future for myself, but now I am thinking of spending my retirement days 
here.” 

“IT know this place and I have heard the streets are covered with gold dust. 
Aren’t you happy there my son?” 

“Yes and no, father. Admittedly, it is a land of plenty. Its industrial revolutions 
of three centuries ago have transformed its society into the world’s first industrialised 
nation and preserved many of its landscapes and rivers. Although there are people 
who are unemployed, they are the lazy, good for nothing ones. Those who want to 
work can usually find work provided they look hard enough and are not so choosy.” 

“And now you are thinking of coming to resettle here?” 

“Yes father.” 

“Why?” 

I took a deep breath, then said, “be... because I prefer my own country to any 
other, not because it is more beautiful but because I was brought up in it. Now that I 
am retired I thought it would be nice to be here and die here, but...” 

Suddenly I felt a chill running through my spine and the words would not 
come out. I went silent. 

“...but what, son?” the priest enquired. 

“Tt is proving more difficult than I had expected,” I replied. 

What I did not tell the priest was that I was married with three children and 
two grandchildren, all born there and my wife was from another European country. 

“How long are you here for?” 

“Just a month. This is almost the beginning of my second week. I am flying 
back to London at the end of the month.” 

Once again there was a long silence, during which the priest closed his eyes 
and looked as if he had slipped into deep meditation. 

With his eyes closed he said, “Enjoy the remainder of your holiday.” 

“Thank you, father.” 

“Bless you my son. Wherever you decide to be, may peace be with you.” 

I knew he wanted me to leave, so I got up. “Thank you for your time, father,” I 
said. 

“But son, you never told me your name?” 

“Err... 1am who I am, father... although sometimes I feel like a nobody.” The 
priest looked at me, shook his head slightly and then said, 

“If you want others to value you, then you must start by valuing yourself, 
whoever you are.” 
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Then he closed his eyes again and on that note, I bid farewell to the priest and 
left the temple pondering deeply on his last words. 

As I made my way on the long solitary road towards another village close by, I 
meticulously followed its contours. The sky had turned blue and the sun was shining 
making it hard to conceive that only a fortnight before my arrival an intense tropical 
cyclone had hit the island with devastating effect. Torrential rains and destructive 
winds from the cyclone had resulted in extensive to catastrophic damage in some 
areas more than others had. The entire island had lost electricity during the storm 
and widespread structural damage had taken place. Up to 2,102 mm of rain had 
fallen over three days leaving behind several casualties and many families homeless. 

Standing on an old bridge, erected 135 years ago, near La Laura, I leant on 
the barrier and watched the water cascading its way into the river below, bumping 
against rocks buried in the middle of it. There is something quite soothing in listening 
to the water flowing through those rocks. I found it had a calming effect on my mind. 
The area was very quiet and peaceful and the region was still mainly agricultural, 
just as I remembered it, filled with sugarcane—a crop that belongs to the grass family 
but has a jointed stout. Its fibrous stalks are rich in sugar and measure two to six 
metres tall—its main product is sucrose, which the islanders extract, purify in 
specialized mill factories and use as a raw material in human food industries or 
ferment to produce ethanol. 

Although sugarcane continues to be the main plant to occupy the landscape, 
the scenery has altered a bit and the greenery has evolved. The view over Port Louis 
and the nearby mountain range remains overwhelming. I remember the days when I 
used to pass on this bridge on my way to school. In those days, school uniform was 
rarely worn and accessories for school were even more scarcely seen. Carrying a 
simple school bag, I had to walk to school. Around 2.30 in the afternoon, I had to 
walk home and by the time I was back home, it would be time for tea and some 
biscuits, and then I would listen to nice cosy songs on my old grandpa’s radio. 

Looking down at the bottom of a steep slope, there was yet another village 
called La Laura-Malenga which had an estimated 1,336 inhabitants and I could see 
various camps the government of the day had set up to help those who had lost their 
homes during the cyclone. Campsites I was all too familiar with, where from a very 
young age, I had witnessed with my own eyes children walking half-naked and babies 
crying their hearts out, because they were hungry and wanted their mother to feed 
them. Mothers who had to squat in large tents with people they hardly knew and with 
little privacy, breast-feeding their babies whilst putting up with the flies, ants, and 
cock roaches roaming about due to the poor sanitation. 

Out of nowhere, I heard a voice saying to me, “I hope you are not thinking of 
throwing yourself off this bridge.” 

I turned round and there was Cassandra. “If I was,” I said to Cassandra, 
“now that you are here I think I will put it on hold.” From the grin on Cassandra’s 
face, it was clear she knew I was kidding. 

“Doing a bit of sightseeing?” Cassandra asked. 

“Err, yes...1 went to see the house where I was born, and it has disappeared. 
Apparently a cyclone wiped it out.” 

“Tam sorry to hear that.” Cassandra said, sounding quite genuine. 
“Err...What have you been doing with your time, Cassandra?” 

“IT went to the temple... I have not been there for several days...since I met 
you really.” 
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“Oh, I am sorry if I have taken up a lot of your time,” I said to Cassandra, 
apologetically. 

“No need to apologize. I have enjoyed every moment we have spent together,” 
Cassandra confirmed. “Now... I know a little café nearby; if you are willing to buy 
me a cup of coffee and perhaps a nice sponge cake I might be tempted to tell you 
more about Sadar.” 


“That’s a deal,” I replied and followed Cassandra. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 


Day 31 


Cassandra suggested it as a meeting place to spend a few hours, I was 

excited. Being a place of pilgrimage for the Hindu population in 
Mauritius, I found it quite tranquil with many colourful representations of Hindu 
deities, including a massive 33 metres high statue of Shiva. 


I had not been to Ganga Talao (commonly known as Grand Bassin) and when 


Grand Bassin 


As we sat near the dormant volcano lake, which was full of big fishes and some very 
big eels, eating the remaining bananas, we had brought with us for the monkeys 
populating the area, Cassandra continued with her tale about Sadar. 


“After Gigi and David had left, Sadar hurried to meet Shavandar carrying the 
people’s money in a briefcase. When Sadar met Shavandar, he handed over all of the 
cash to him to place in the safe, the combination of which he had seen. Sadar quickly 
switched on the tape recorder he had hidden in his pocket. Shavandar asked with a 
smirk, 

“How much have we collected?’ 

‘Three quarters of a million people have registered, each contributing 
Rs.1000.’ 

‘Hmm. 750 million rupees,’ Shavandar calculated...‘Sadar you are a genius.’ 

Whilst he looked please, he did not intend to fund the project. 

“You are the one who is the genius Shavandar,’ Sadar replied. ‘I am nothing 
but your puppet.’ 
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‘Nonsense! Do not diminish yourself. If anyone could do it, I knew it would 
be you. You have a fine brain.’ 

Shavandar picked up the money and carried it to one of his safes. As he 
opened the safe, there were loads of notes in different denominations arranged in neat 
piles. Sadar knew Shavandar was rich, but he had never seen that much money in his 
entire life. 

‘So when can we start to build?’ Sadar asked 

‘Build? No, no, no... the only thing we are offering is a dream.’ 

‘What? You can’t be serious, Shavandar,’ Sadar exclaimed. ‘You think I am 
going to help you cheat those poor people? Look here Shavandar; I swindled those 
investors by selling them worthless shares, because the way they had earned their 
money was just as bad and you pocketed all the money. If you now think I am going 
to take part with you to deceive and rob the poor people in our society you...’ Before 
Sadar could complete his sentence, Shavandar interrupted. 

‘Stop being so damn sentimental, money is money no matter from what source 
it comes from. How do you think I made my millions? I will tell you. I have swindled 
more people than you have had hot dinners in your entire lifetime. You have got a lot 
more to learn my friend.’ 

‘Believe me; I have learnt a lot in the last few months about moneymaking, 
money laundering and about you. Unlike you, Shavandar, I will not sink to the level 
of profiting from the poor.’ 

“Good for you Sadar,” I shouted as if he could hear me, much to the surprise 
of Cassandra. She looked at me in amusement and continued. 

“There were loud noises coming from the street, outside the palace gate.” 

“What is that?’ Shavandar asked. 

‘It is the shareholders demanding action,’ Sadar explained, with a grin on his 

face. 

‘Shareholders,’ Shavandar echoed. ‘What shareholders?’ 

“Yes, all of these people have shares in the company you got me to create.’ 

“You double-crossing little worm... you no good son of a bitch.’ 

‘Now, now Shavandar, mind your language.’ 

‘These people can all go to hell.’ 

“We can’t cheat them Shavandar, it’s just not right,’ Sadar argued. 

‘Hah! a man with a conscience,’ Shavandar mocked. ‘Where was conscience 
when you cheated those people including me at poker?’ 

‘That was different. It was a game,’ Sadar protested. 

‘This is a game too. Now go and see Kali, she has been looking for you all 

day, whilst I call the police to disperse this crowd before they damage my 

gate.’ 

“Where is she?’ 

‘In the guest room down the corridor. Go to her, but come back soon so that I 

can give you your share.’ 

“Yes, Sir.’ Sadar grinned as he took his leave and made a quick visit to the loo 

where he hid his briefcase in a toilet cubicle, which he locked before 

proceeding to see Kali. 

He kept the tape recorder switched on.” 

At that point, I decided to finish the last banana I had and Cassandra poured 
herself some ice tea. After taking a mouthful, she continued with her story. 
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“Kali was sitting on a bed with a suitcase next to her. She had filled it with 
Shavandar’s money which she had taken from one of his other safes. When she saw 
Sadar approaching she looked restless. 

‘Oh, here you are. I have been waiting impatiently for you...“We need to get 
away now,’ she said. 

‘We... err... get away... where to?’ Sadar enquired looking puzzled. 

‘Far away from here, before Shavandar notices his money is gone.’ 

“How did you...’ 

‘Never mind that now... let’s go,’ Kali whispered. ‘We can take the side lift 
down to the back exit. I have a car waiting there.’ 

Sadar thought for a moment. The voice of the Angel was urging him to run. 

‘Let’s go,’ Kali repeated anxiously. 

Sadar picked up her suitcase and told Kali to lead the way. She rushed to the 
lift. Once she got inside the lift, she turned round but could not see Sadar. 

“Where are you Sadar?’ she called out. 

Moments later Sadar appeared. 

“What happened?’ 

‘T had to visit the loo.’ 

What he hadn’t told her was that he had used that opportunity to switch the 
contents of Kali’s suitcase with the remaining contents of his briefcase. As soon as he 
was inside the lift he pressed the button, the door closed and the lift started to move 
towards the ground floor. Once they were in the car, Kali started the engine and drove 
round the side of the palace to get to the front gate. Kali opened the gate and rushed 
back in to the car but they could not get through the crowd of people who were 
pushing their way into the courtyard of Shavandar’s palace. 

Sadar’s eyes fell on Fareeda. They stared at each other. Holding something in 
her hand, Fareeda approached the car slowly. 

‘I hear you are building homes.’ 

‘Do you need one?’ Sadar asked softly. 

‘No, but I have one you can have... I don’t need it any more.’ 

Sadar sat there speechless. He looked at the expression on Fareeda’s face and 
felt so guilty for disappointing her. 

‘T also have this for you.’ Fareeda handed Sadar a small box...‘I am sure you 
would not want to leave it behind.’ 

As Sadar opened the box, and saw the gold medal that he had left at the 
pawnshop. An instant flood of memories began to haunt his mind. Kali, however, was 
getting inpatient. 

“We are wasting time! Tell her to move out of the way Sadar, we have to go.’ 

‘No! I have changed my mind. I’m not going.’ 

Sadar opened the car door; clutching the suitcase tightly with his right hand, 
he put his left foot out of the car. 

“That is not yours,’ Kali said, leaning across to grab hold of the suitcase. 

‘It is not yours either,’ Sadar responded. ‘It belongs to these people.’ 

“Come back in,’ Kali begged. ‘I’ve got the passports and air tickets. In a short 
while we will be far away, out of the reach of the police and Shavandar.’ 

However, Sadar was having none of it.” 

From the time Cassandra had begun to tell me the story of Sadar I could tell 
that he was a man who just wanted a decent job, to find the woman of his dreams and 
to settle down and live an ordinary life and I was a man who was bored, looking for 
excitement. Unfortunately, the evils of this world led Sadar astray and it looked like 
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the error of his ways was about to cost him his freedom. I slipped a cigar in my mouth 
and continued to listen to Cassandra. 

“After Sadar had refused to go with Kali he shouted out to her, 

‘I can escape from the police and I can escape from Shavandar, but I cannot 
escape from myself.’ 

Whilst both of them were arguing with each other, Shavandar showed up. 

“Why are you running away with my money?’ 

‘I was not... it was Kali’s idea,’ Sadar declared in his defence. 

He got out of the car and tried to make a run for it. Shavandar pulled out a 
revolver from his pocket and shot him. He fired once, and then just to make sure that 
Sadar was dead he fired several more times in quick succession. When Shavandar 
noticed the gun was empty, he stopped.” 

I could almost hear the shots, which made me drop my cigar and 
caused me to break out into a cold sweat. “What happened next?” I asked. 

“When Fareeda heard the shots,” Cassandra said, “she turned round and 
weaved her way to the front of the crowd. Lying on the floor lifeless was her beloved 
Sadar. She knelt down next to him. With one hand under his head and the other 
caressing his face, Fareeda could not stop the tears that were sliding down her 
cheeks... 

‘Why did he do that to you my love?’ she murmured between sobs shaking her 
head. 

The noise in the crowd had swelled louder. When the people heard that 
someone has been shot, they started to scream and started to push their way forwards. 
Some were shouting, 

‘Let’s get that bastard who did it.’ 

Shakila squeezed her way through and squatted next to Fareeda. With her 
hands in the air, she screamed, 

‘My son! who killed my son!’ 

‘T shot him,’ Shavandar admitted. ‘For the sake of you all, he was walking 
away with your money. You do not know him as I do; he was a thief, a swindler, a 
true hustler.’ 

Fareeda shouted, ‘Lies, and nothing but lies... if he was a crook, then you 
turned him into one.’ 

Encouraged by the crowd’s reaction and rage, Fareeda stood up, tears still 
pouring out of her eyes, she told everyone what a good man Sadar was. 

‘He came to Paradise Island,’ Fareeda announced, he was so good and 
cheerful and all he wanted was a quiet and peaceful life. He looked for work and no 
one would employ him. He had to sleep rough wherever he could find a place. 
Shavandar and Kali corrupted him. They turned him into a crook. They made him 
play cards and swindle the punters.’ 

‘No, this is not true,’ Shavandar shouted, ‘it was his idea to rob you all of your 
money. I tried to stop him but I could not, so I shot him; I had to, because he was 
trying to run away with your money, waving the suitcase in the air. Look! I couldn’t 
let him do that to you all.’ 

‘Stop your lies Shavandar,’ Shakila intervened. ‘Fareeda is right; you’re the 
one who is a crook. You killed him because he was going to denounce you.’ 

‘Oh shut up you old bag!’ Shavandar yelled at Shakila in an attempt to silence 
her. ‘The police will be here any moment now.’ 
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Just as Shavandar mentioned the police, six police officers led by a Chief 
Police Superintendent arrived at the palace of Shavandar at Desforges Street, Port 
Louis, forging their way through the crowd. 

“What’s going on here,’ the Chief Police Superintendent asked... 

‘Shavandar killed this man!’ several people in the crowd shouted at once. ‘We 
saw the shooting.’ 

Shavandar quickly made himself noticed. 

‘I am Dewan Shavandar and it is true that I killed him, he was driving away 
with these people’s money, and I could not let him do that... he was nothing but a 
cheap crook, a hustler, a liar, and a cheat. If that makes me a killer, then take me away 
and hang me. I’ll give my life for these people.’ 

‘Lies, lies, lies!’ Fareeda and Shakila shouted as one voice. 

The Superintendent was confused and did not know what to believe. 
Unexpectedly, Sadar rose from the ground and shouted, ‘I’m still alive.’ A surprised 
but delighted crowd let out a big sigh and began to clap their hands shouting, 

‘He’s alive!...’ 

Fareeda turned round. Her face lit up when she saw Sadar on his feet. She was 
so relieved that he was not dead as she had originally thought. She stared at Sadar. 

‘Thank God, you did not die.’ 

‘No, I did not.’ 

Shavandar fixed his eyes on him and stepped back looking horrified, as if he 
had seen a ghost... 

‘It can’t be true!’ 

As Sadar moved closer to Shavandar, the latter moved further back. 

‘It is not possible; I put six bullets into you.’ 

‘They were blanks Shavandar... I swapped them,’ Sadar revealed. 

‘What is going on here?’ the Chief Police Superintendent asked, “Why all this 
drama? 

Pointing to Shavandar, Sadar said, 

“When this man found out that I was going to the police to denounce him, he 
shot me... not once, not twice, but six times as he has just admitted. He fired six shots 
because he wanted to make sure I was dead so that I would not turn him in.’... 

‘Tam told you were driving away with these people’s money. Is that true? if 
so, why?’ asked the Superintendent... 

‘What money? I was not driving away with any money,’ Sadar firmly denied 
the accusation. 

He grabbed the suitcase from Shavandar’s hand and broke it open. To the 
astonishment of everyone present, it was full of papers, documents, and contracts. 

‘I was coming to the police station to put down a deposition.’ 

“What a clever chap,” I said aloud. 

“A very clever trick, indeed,” Cassandra concurred. “After taking a deep 
breath, Sadar continued. 

‘Superintendent, if you want to know the truth, then go upstairs and look in 
each of his safes, he has three of them, you will find all the proof that you need...’ 

Sadar then removed the tape recorder from his pocket, 

‘Take this and play the tape, you will have all the evidence you need.’ He 
handed the tape recording he had made to the Chief Police Superintendent. 

Shavandar objected, but the police brushed him aside and made their way 
upstairs. Using the combination codes Sadar had provided, they were able to unlock 
the safes and recover a lot of money, including bonds, foreign currency and other 
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important documentation, which they seized. Before Shavandar tried to make a run 
for it, five police officers apprehended him and after reading him his rights, they told 
him that he was being arrested under the provisional charge of money laundering, 
conspiracy behind the selling of bogus shares, and attempted homicide.” 

After listening to Cassandra’s account thus far, I interrupted her and asked, 
‘is that the man I saw the police bundle into the security van?’ 

“Yes,” Cassandra replied, and completed her story by adding, “they were 
taking him to a Detention Centre.” 

As I bid farewell to Cassandra she looked at me and said, “Hey young man, 
what is your name?” 

“Err... I have no name...I’m just a passing ship visiting your wonderful 
island,” I replied as we gave each other a lingering smile. 2° 
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EPILOGUE 


Moneylender extraordinaire. Since his arrest, he has been enjoying the company 
of police officers in the Detention Centre, attended Court, and spent hours at the 
Central CID at Line Barracks. 

When opened, following a counting exercise by the officers of the Bank of 
Mauritius, the safes were found to contain 350 million rupees. Along with the safes, 
two suitcases belonging to Shavandar (one containing cash whilst the other was full 
of pills categorised as sexual stimulants, apparently illegal in Dodoland) were held in 
police custody along with the briefcase that Sadar had hidden in the toilet. All of the 
money was later returned back to their rightful owners. 

After the counting exercise was over, the Special Cell of the CCID, under the 
supervision of the Chief Police Superintendent and Assistant Police Superintendent 
started the interrogation, which was expected to take months or even years to 
conclude. 

The former tycoon will have to explain the sources of these funds under the 
provisional charge of Money Laundering. He will also have to explain the conspiracy 
behind the sale of bogus shares. 

Officers of the Assets Recovery Office, under the aegis of the Office of the 
Director of the Public Prosecutions, will also soon be involved. 

A Judge has also frozen Shavandar’s assets, making it impossible for a 
transfer of titles to occur. Shavandar will have to justify why he did not declare these 
belongings. 


I has been an unprecedented week for the tycoon Dewan Shavandar, 


ok KK 


In the 2014 election, the new coalition government had promised, amongst 
other things, to clean up the island and bring about a second economic miracle. 
Whilst Sadar was hopeful that the elected government would probably deliver on their 
promises, he was too tired of the stress of driving around, to stick around. 

On September 9, 2015, Sadar married Fareeda. Having succeeded in 
persuading his beloved wife to leave Dodoland, the very same day they left and went 
to settle in Kent. 

In his memoirs, Sadar wrote, ‘Too often people see being poor as something 
to be ashamed of, as if it is an illness like tuberculosis or leprosy. The real shame is, 
not to take practical measures to escape from it.’ He admitted the actions he took were 
not the best he could have taken, however, by the time he he had come to realise it; he 
had almost lost everything he valued. Sadar stated, ‘| made the error of seeing 
poverty only in terms of being hungry, thirsty, poorly dressed, and homeless, when in 
fact in the words of Mother Teresa, the greatest poverty is the feeling of being 
unloved, unwanted, and uncared for.’ 

My advice to poor people is that they should always stay united when fighting 
poverty and the way out of it, is through hard work. In relation to the new coalition 
government, I have this simple message: in a country well-governed, poverty should 
not exist. If it does, then it is the worst form of violence a government could inflict on 
its own people. 2 


--theEND— 
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long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and Henrietta kept 
themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate 
from London, was returning home after four years of absence. They had 
cooked the best dinner they could afford to welcome her. What happened 
a week after her return launched a series of events that would trouble and 
haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“ A great read that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


ze keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
ic aac good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 
become the basis for a film script.” 


Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


‘ q 
Sex. Lies arid Murder 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into a new house in Islington with 
her 7 year old son. One morning when she is home alone, a stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing 
that her husband will blame her for allowing it to happen, she decides not to report the crime to the 
police. 

Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, 
decides to break off the illicit relationship. 

Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the identity of the abductor, she 
decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue her son and save her marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


ng “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 
ES YDNEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 

ie folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 
i If you were gripped by better than the first and I hope 
if the first novel, you to read more stories with the 

f MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 
e Amazon customer. futur e ! ” 

Amazon Customer. 


Sex. Liew arid Murder 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter 
Emery. Bored with her dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one 
day a man comes to clean her swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for 
him hook, line and sinker. 

Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil 
in disguise with nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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BOOK 3: 


Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 


LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I 
start looking forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by 
(a) the mystery around the ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be 
renewed; (b) the development in Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." vicky puai 


Mauritian reader. 


Warm up those cold winter nights with these 
books. Be part of this exclusive group of readers! 
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“SYDNEY S 
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Sex. Liés and Atiuder 


A'Great, great, great. Amazing 


ending. 7 Vicky Duval, Mauritian reader 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 


You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“A very interesting book! Sydney “J read the book. Very 


25 S Chellen is a great writer with nice one. Lovely story, 
5 fascinating imagination! First very creative and spicy. 
time I find myself clinging so The last sentence touched 
much to reading a book. ” 
> : . my soul. 
= Interrupting the reading was done _yarisha Soodoo, 
ws only when there was great need to _ Public Relations Officer. 
= . . . 
:s do so. Interest is maintained all 
z through out. If the word “end” 
= _ was not written I would have kept - : . 
= > ——_stwurning the pages for further T enjoyed reading the 
~~ = F reading.” Vicky Duval, Mauritian reader. novel... uite a nice 
« Along Came Kevin hi 
a story. 
i a ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 Tanya Slegers Paul 


Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his 


native country did not want you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too 


dynamic for the Mauritian society and context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad Donaldson, who is 
married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance teacher from Essex who is fifteen years 
his junior. After seven years of what he thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside down when 
he learns her hidden secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and Chad’s life ever be 


A Step Too A Step Too Far is a great book, a 


. perfect blend of love story 
Far isa (romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
aa it feels that at the beginning the 
thr illing story author was driving slowly on the 


roundabout and preoccupied by 


of love, hate which road to take to reach his 
and murder destination. However, the language 


becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 


NaTIAND 
S AUNGAS 


A thyiling story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that 
his four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he 
vows that if he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, 
she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go to put asunder what God has joined? 
Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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} ; interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
. : : blend of love 
will excite and bring and crime 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mauritus. 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in 
love with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after 
divorcing each other, they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and 
marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five 
years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet 
again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back he pesters her. Days later, 
Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, is by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
a compelling read. love, adultery and treachery and the 


passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 
surprise some readers. Set on the 
island of Mauritius the story will 


It’s a modernised 
version of ‘Torn 
between two lovers’. 


Should we be adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
allowed to have our movie, with singing, dancing and 
cake and eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 


Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached 
house in the city and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair 
with his assistant, Dr Gud. The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair 
unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his 
lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A thrilling The Other 


story of — 
mistaken Him isa 


identity, gripping 
revenge —_ psychological 


twist at the 

end. The pace A compelling read 
ie story from start to finish. 
ase P»*" Full of twists...you 
Prega Valaydon, won’t want to put 


Mauritian Reader. 
it down. 
"he Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 
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murder, thriller and a 
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= enjoyable Mr. S. King, a reviewer. 
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“What would you do if your identity 
‘ a / was stolen by someone who looked 
Acchrilling story of tristaken entity rerenge ahd mitirder %; just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 
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Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful 
Russian nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono 

finds himself embroiled in s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and 
uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to get back his home, his wife and his life. Will 
he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Sydney S Chellen 


As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make 
the most of the situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation 
was becoming desperate until a British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but 
the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far would they go? Learn more by going through this new 
novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


THE 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been 
rushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his 
body of the deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his 
windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as 
well as entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The man who 


SYDNEY'S 
RUE LOST HIS SOUL 


by 


; 
i 
| 
i 
i 


Sydney S Chellen 


2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 

Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based on a millionairess who got 
caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative from start to finish, 
the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 


territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 
Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 


comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 


sydneyschellenbooks.com 
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ing prize for ‘best bed-side manner’. In 
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best seller in UK and the 
of the book is available in paper fe ha 
e-book format. 


Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge ssn o-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0-06-318295-5 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and Row. isn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 

Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 
Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 

A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 

Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 

Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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Romantic Drama 


Far from PARADISE 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Sadar is a tall, handsome, and remarkable waiter who has just returned to his homeland. 
His life is going nowhere until he meets Fareeda Khan, a sexy, slender Muslim freelance 
teacher with a passion for music and dancing. 

When a hooligan tries to mug Fareeda, Sadar springs to her rescue. He takes an instant 
liking to her and desperately wants to make a life with her. 

Though they share the same dreams, Fareeda, who is committed to caring for her ailing 
disabled father, does not think Sadar is the right person for her, and rejects his advances. 

As Sadar persists in chasing Fareeda, the latter begins to notice that her admirer is 
actually rather nice and begins to develop feelings for him. 

Finding that his dreams are impossible to achieve by honest means, economic needs 
drive this otherwise honest man to team up with Kali and Shavandar on a ‘get rich 
quickly’ scheme, which Fareeda disapproves of. After failing to persuade Sadar to see 
things her way they decide to go their separate ways. 

After Shavandar falls out with Sadar and attempts to shoot him, Fareeda rushes to his 
rescue. Will this show of concern rekindle the tender love that once existed between them 
or is it too little too late? # 


© 2023, Sydney 
S Chellen 


£9.99 
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